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TO THE DAISY. 



Ill youth from rock to rock I went. 
From hill to hill, in discontent 
Of pleasure high and turbulent. 

Most pleased when most uneasy; 
But now my own delights I make, 
My thirst at every rill can slake. 
And gladly Nature's love partake 

Of thee, sweet Daisy! 
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When soothed a while by milder airs. 
Thee Winter in the garland wears 
That thinly shades his few grey hairs; 

Spring cannot shun thee; 
Whole summer fields are thine by right; 
And Autumn, melancholy Wight ! 
Doth in thy crimson head delight . 

When rains are on thee. 

In shoals and bands, a morrice train. 
Thou greet'st the Traveller in the lane ; 
If welcome once thou count'st it gain ; 

Thou art not daunted. 
Nor car*st if thou be set at naught f 
And oft alone in nooks remote 
We meet thee, like a pleasant thought. 

When such are wanted. 
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Be Violets in their secret mevrs 

The flowers the wanton Zephyrs chose; 

Proud be the Rose^ with rains and dew» 

Her head impearling; 
Thoa lir'st with less ambitions aim« 
Yet hast not gone without thy fiune; 
Thou art indeed by many a daiia 

The Poet's darling. 

If to a rock from rains he fly, 
Or^ some bright day of April sky, 
Imprison'd by hot sunshine lie 

Near the green holly. 
And wearily at length should fare; 
He need but look about, and there 
Thou art] a Friend at hand, to scare 

His mekncholy. 
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A hundred times^ by Toek or bovf^r. 
Ere thus I have lain cooch'd an hwit. 
Have I derived Irom %hy sweet povrer 

Some apprehension ; 
Some steady lore; some brief delight; 
Some memo^ that had taken flight ; 
Some chime of iancy ^wroog orriglttj 

Or stray ii^ventidtk 

If stately passions in me burn. 

And one chance look to The^ i^hbukl turn, 

I drink out of an humbler um 

A lowli^ pleasure; 
The homely sympathy that heeds 
The common life, our nature 'brekts; 
A wisdom fllt^ to'tbe needs 

Of hearts at kfisut^. 
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When, smktoi^ b^ tbe momtiig niy« 

I see thee rise al^ arid gay^ 

TheD> cbearful Flower ! my spirits play 

With kindred QKOtioa : 
At dusk^ Tve seldott mark'd thse ptiM 
The ground^ a9 if in thankftilne^ 
Without some feeling, more or leM« 

Of true devotion. 

And all day long I number yet. 
All seasons through another debt. 
Which I wherever thou art met, 

Tu thee am owing; 
An instinct call it, a blind sense ; 
A happy, genial influence. 
Coming one knows not how nor whenccir 

Nor whither going. 
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Child of the Year ! that round dost nm 
Thy course^ bold lover of the sun. 
And chearful when the day's begun 

A$ morning Leveret, 
Thou long the Poet's praise shalt gain ; 
Thou wih be more bebvM by men 
In times to come ; thou not in vain 

Art Nature's Favorite^ 



d by Google 



LOUISA. 



I met Louisa in' the shade ; 

And^ having seen that lovely Maid, 

Why should I fear to say 

That she is ruddy, fleet, and strong ; 

And dowa the rocks can leap a1ong» 

Like rivulets in May ? 

And she hath smiles to earth unknown; 
Smiles, that with motion of their own 
Do spread, and sink, and rise ; 
That come and go with endless play. 
And ever, as they pass away. 
Are hidden in her eyes. 
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She loves her fire, her Cottage-home; 
Yet o'er the moorland will she roam 
Id weather rough and bleak ; 
And when against the wind she strains. 
Oh ! might I kiss the mountain rains 
That sparkle on her cheek. 

Take all that's mine '' beneath, the moon/' 

If I with her but half a noon 

May sit beneath the walls 

Of some old cave, or mossy nook. 

When up she winds along the brooks 

To hunt the waterfalk. 
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A barking soand the Shepherd hears, 
A cry as of a Dog or Fox ; 
He halts, and searches with his eyes 
Among the scattered rucks : 
And now at distance can discern 
A stirring in a brake of fern ; 
from which immediately leaps out 
A Dog, and yelping runs about, 
»5 
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The Dog 18 not of mountain breed ; 

It's motions, too, are wild and shy ; 

With something, as the Shepherd thinks. 

Unusual in it's cry : . 

Nor is there any one in sight 

All round, in Hollow or on Height; 

Nor shout, nor whistle strikes his ear; 

What is the Creature doing here ? 

It was a Cov6, a huge Recess, 

That keeps till June December's snow ; 

A lofty Precipice in front, 

A silent- Tarn * below ! 

Far in the bosom of Helvellyh, 

Remote from public Road or Dwelling, 

Pathway, or cultivated land ; 

From trace of human foot or hand. 

* Tarn u a small Mere or Lake mostly high up in th« 
znouDtainf. 
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There, soin^times does a leaping Fish 
Send through the Tarn a lonely chear; 
The Crags repeat the Raven's croak. 
In symphony austere ; 
Thither the Rainhow conies, the Cloud; 
And Mists that spread the flying shroud ; 
And Sun-beams ; and the sounding blast. 
That, if it could, would hurry past. 
But that enormous Barrier binds it fast. 

Not knowing what to think, a while 
The Shepherd stood : then makes his way 
Towards the Bog, o'er rocks and stones. 
As quickly as he may ; 
Nor far had gone before he found 
A human skeleton on the ground. 
Sad sight ! the Shepherd with a sigh 
Looks round, to learn th^ history. 
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From thMcr ^hrapt atid perHoufr tedk^. 
The Man had {dlkn, tfaat pl«ce of HsmtI 
At length uponthe Shepherd^ mhid 
It breaks^ and all is clear: 
He instantly recallM the Namei 
And who he was, and whence he came 3 
Bemember^d, too, the Tery day 
On which the Traveller pass'd this way. 

But hear a wonder now, forsake 

Of which this moumfui Tale I tell ! 

A lasting monument of words 

This wonder merits well. 

The Dog, which still was hovering nigh, 

Bepeating the same tilbid cry. 

This Dog had been through three months' space 

A Dwelltr in that savage place. 
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Yes, proof was plain that since the day 
On which the Traveller thus had died 
The Dog had watch'd about the spot. 
Or by his Master's side : 
How nborish'd here through such long time 
He knows, who gave that love sublime. 
And gave that strength of feeling, great 
Above all human estimate. 
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She was a Phantom of delight 
When first she gleam'd upon my sight; 
A lovely Apparition, sent 
To be a moment's ornament; 
Her eyes as stars of Twilight fair; 
Like Twilight's, too, her dusky hair ; 
But all things else about her drawn 
From May-time and the chearful Dawn j 
A dancing Shape, an Image gay. 
To haunt, to startle, and way- lay. 
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I saw her open nearer view, 

A Spirits yet a Woinan too ! 

Her household motions light and free* 

And steps of virgin liberty; 

A countenance in which did meet 

Sweet records^ promises as sweet ; 

A Creature not too bright or good 

For human nature's daily food; 

For transient sorrows, simple wiles, 

Praisej blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles:. 

And now I see with eye serene 
The very pulse of the machine; 
A Being breathing thoughtful breath; 
A Traveller betwixt life and death ; 
The reason firm, the temperate wil1> 
Endurance, foresight, strength and skill f 
A perfect Woman ; nobly plannM, 
To warn, to comfort, and command; 
And yet a Spirit still, and bright 
With something of an angel light 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



The REDBREAST and the BUTTEHPLT. 



Art thou the Bird whom Man lores besl^ 
The pious Bird with the scarlet breasty 

Our little Bnglish Robin ; 
The Bird that comes about our doort 
When Autumn winds are sobbing ? 
Art thou the Peter of Norway Boors ? 

Their Thomas in Finland* 

And Russia far inland? 
The Birdy whom by some name- or other 
All men who know thee call their Brother^ 
The Darling of Children and men? 
Could Father Adam open his eye^ 
And see this sight bedeath the skies^ 
He*d wish t# ckne them a^in. 
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If the Butteiflv knew b«k his (ricad 

Hither his flight he would bead. 

And find his way to me 

Under the branches of the tree : 

In and out, he darts abovt ; 

His little heart is throbbing: 

Can this be the Bod, to man so good. 

Our oonsecraled Robis! 
That, after their bewiMeringi 
Did cover with ksrres the little childrenj 

Sopainfelly4nthe wood? . 

What ail'd thee Robin that thou could'st pursue 

A beautiful Creature, 
That is gentle by nature ? 
Beneath the summer sky 
From flower to flower let him fly; 
^is all that he wishes to do. 
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The Chearer Thou of our in-door sadnesB, 
He is the Friend of our summer gladness: 
What hinders, then, that ye should be 
Pla3'mate8 in the sunny weather. 
And fly about in the air together? 
Like the hues of thy breast 
His beautiful wings in crimson are dres^ 
A brother he seems of thine owb : 
If thou would'st be happy in thy nest, 
O pious Bird ! whom Man loves best. 
Love him, or leave him alone I 
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THE sailor's mother. 



One morning (raw it was and wet» 
• A foggy day in winter time) 
A Woman in the road I met. 
Not old, though something past her prime : 
Majestic in her person, tall and straight; 
And like a Roman matron's was her mien and gait 

The ancient Spirit is not dead ; 
Old times, thought I, are breathing there ; 
Proud was I that my country bred 
Snch strength, a dignity so fair : 
She begg'd an alms, like one in poor estate; 
I look'd at her again, nor did my pride abater 
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When from these lofty thoughts I woke. 
With the first word I had to spare 
I said to her, " Beneath your Cloak 
- What's that which on your arm you bear?" 
She answerM soon as she the question heard, 
^ A simple burtheOj Sir, a little Singing-bird/' 

And, thus continuing, she said» 
" I had a Son, who many a day 
Sail'd on the seas; but he is dead ; 
In Denmark he was east away ; 
Aitd I haye been a& far as H«11» to see 
Wfaatck>tfaes he might hava left, or other property. 

The Bird and Cage they both w«3« his; 
Twsd my Sod's Bird ; and neat and trim 
He kept it : many royaget 
This Sin^B^bird hath gone with bksi; 
When last he sftil'd be left the Bird behind ; 
Af it might be, perhaps^ firom bodings of his nnnd* 



d by Google 



21 



He to a Fellow-lodgcr*s care 
Had left it, to be watch'd and fed. 
Till he came back again ; and there 
I foiind it when my Son was dead ; 
And now, God help me for my little wit ! 
I trail it with me^ Sir ! h» too^ so much delight 
in it/' 
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TO THE SMALL CELANDINE*. 



Pansies, Lilies, Kingcups, Daisies^ 
Let them live upon their praises ; 
Long as there's a sun that sets 
Primroses will have their glory ^ 
Long as there are Violets, 
They will have a place in story : 
There's a flower that shall be mine, 
'TIS the little Celandine. 

* Commott Filewort 
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Eyes of some men travel far 
For the finding of a star; 
Up and down the heavens they gq# 
Men that keep a mighty rout ! 
Fm as great as they, I trow. 
Since the day I found thee out. 
Little flower! — Pll make a stir 
Like a great Astronomer. 

Modest, yet withal an Elf 
Bold, and lavish of thyself. 
Since we needs must first have met 
I have seen thee, high and low. 
Thirty years or more, and yet 
Twas a face I did not know ; 
Thou hast now, go where I may. 
Fifty greetings in a day. 
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Ere a leaf is on a bush. 
In the time before the Thmsh 
Has a thoughi about it's nest. 
Thou wilt c<Hne with half a call. 
Spreading out thy glossy breast 
Like a careless Prodigal ; 
Telling tales about Ihe sun. 
When we've little warmth, or none. 

Poets, vain men in their mood ! 
Travel with the mnltitudc; 
Never heed them ; I aver 
That they all are wanton Wooers ; 
But the thrifty Cottager, 
Who stirs little out of doors, 
Joys to spy thee near her home. 
Spring is coming, Thou art come ! 
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Comfotrt ha're thou of thy merits 
Kindly^ unassuming Spirit ! 
Careless of thy neighbourhood. 
Thou dost shew thy pleasant fac«. 
On the moor, and in the wood. 
In the lane — there's not a place; 
Howsoever mean it be. 
But 'tis good enough ^ot thee. 

Ill befal the yellow Flowery 
Children of the flaring hours ! 
Buttercups, that will be seen* , 
Whether we will see or no ; 
Others, too, of lofty mien; 
They have done as worldlings do. 
Taken praise that should be thine. 
Little, humble Celandine ! 
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Frophet of cteltght and mirth, 
Scorn'd and slighted upon earth I 
Herald ot a mighty band. 
Of a joyous train ensuing. 
Singing at my heart's command. 
In the lanes my thoughts pursuing, 
^will sing, as doth behove. 
Hymns in praise of what I lovt I 
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TO THE SAME FLOWEIL 



Pleasures newly found ftre tvreel 
When they lie aboift oar feet : 
FebnMoy last my heart 
First at sight of thee was gbd ;. 
Ail unheahl of as thon art^ 
Thou must needs, I think, have dad,. 
Celaitdine ! and long ago, 
Praise of which I nothing know. 
et 
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1 have not a doubt but he. 
Whosoe'er the man might be. 
Who the first with pointed rays, 
(Workman worthy to be sainted) 
Set the Sign-board in a blaze. 
When the risen sun he pamted. 
Took the fancy from a glance 
At thy glittering countenance. 

Soon as gentle breezes bring 
News of winter's vanishing. 
And the children build their bowers, 
Sticking 'kerchief-plots of mold 
All about with fuU-blown flowers. 
Thick as sheep in shepherd's fold ! 
With the proudest Thou art there. 
Mantling in the tiny square. 
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Often bare I sigh'd to measure 
By myself ^ lonely pleainire^ 
Sigh'd to think, I read a book 
Only read perbaps by me ; 
Yet I long conld overlook 
Thy bright coronet and Thee, 
And thy arch and wily ways. 
And thy store of other praise. 

Blithe of heart, from week to week 
Thou dost play at hide-and-seek; 
While the patient Primrose sits 
Like a Beggar in the cold. 
Thou, a Flower of wiser wits, 
Slipp'st into thy sheltered hold j 
Bright as any of the train 
When ye ail are out again. 
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Thou an not beyofid the moon. 
But a thing " beneath oar shuon *y 
liet, as old Magellan did« 
> Others roam about the sea ; 
3<9tild who will a pyramid ; 
Praise it is enough for me^ ' 
If there be but three or four 
Who will loYO my little Flower. 
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CHARACTER qf tht HAPPY WARRIOR, 



Who if the happy Warrrior } Who it he 
Whom every Man in arms should wish to be? . 
—It IB the generoQs Spirit, who^ when brought 
Among the tanks of real life, hath wrought 
Upon the plan that pleased his childish thought ! 
Whose high endeavours are an inward light 
That make the path before him always bright :. ' 
Who, with a natural instinct to discern 
What knowledge can perform*, i^dili gent to learn ; 
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Abides by this resoke, and stops not there. 
But makes his mora} being his prime care ; 
Who, doom'd to go in company with Pain, 
And Fear, and Bloodshed, miserable train ! 
Turns his necessity to glorious gain ; 
In face of these doth exercise a power 
Which is our human- nature's highest dower; 
Controls them and subdues, transmutes, bereaves 
Of their bad influence, and their good receives ; 
By objects, which might force the soul to abate 
Her feeling, rendered more compassionate; 
Is placable because occasions rise 
So often that demand such sacrifice ; 
More skilful in self-knowledge, even more purob 
As tempted more ; more able to endure. 
As more expos'd to sufifering and distress ; 
Thence, also, more alive to tenderness. 



d by Google 



33 



Tis he whose law is reason; who depends 
Upon that law as on the best of friends; 
Whence, in a state where men are tempted stiU - 
To evil for a guard against worse HI, 
And what in quality w act is best 
Doth seldom on a right foundation rest. 
He fixes good on good alone> and owes 
To virtue every triumph that he knows : 
— ^Whoy if he rise to station of command, , 
Rises by open means ; and there will stand 
On honourable terms, or else retire. 
And in himself possess his own desire; 
Who comprehends his trust, apd to the sam6 
Keeps faithful, with a singleness of aim ; 
And therefore does not stoop, nor lie in wait 
For wealth, or honors, or for worUly state ; 
Whom they must follow j on whose h^ad must fall. 
Like showers of manna, if they come at |ill ; 
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Whose powenshed ro^nd him in the oommoa strifiv 

Qr mild concerns fkf Ofdinaiy Hfe, - 

A constant iiifltieDoe, a pediliar grace; 

But who, if he be oaUed upon to £ice 

Some awful moment to which hearf n has joined 

Great issuei^ good or bad fbr human-kind^ 

Is happy aa a Lover; and attired 

With sudden brightness like a Man inspired; 

And through the heat of conflict keeps the law 

In calmness made, and sees what he foresaw; 

Or if an unexpeetedcalt siicceed,^ 

Come when it will, is equal to the need : 

— He who, though thus endued as witb a sense 

And faculty for ftorm afid turbulence. 

Is yet a-Sool whose master bias leans 

To home«felt pleasures and to gentkf scenes ; 

Sweet images r which, wheresoever he be» 

^re at Kis beart| and soch fidelitj 
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It is his daiUiig passion to approve; 
Mora brare ibr thisy that he hatk modi to bfe; 
Tis, imklj, Uie Maii« who, lifted high» 
Conspicooos object in 9 Nation's eye,. 
Or left iintlioBght4)f in obscurity^ 
Who, with a toward or untoward lot^ 
Prosperous or adverse, to his wish or no^ 
I^ays, in the many games of life, that one 
Where what he most doth ya]ue most be won ; 
Whom neither shape of danger can dismay,. ^ 
Nor thought of tender happiness betray ; 
Who, not content that former worth stand fast„ 
Looks forward,, persevering to the last,. 
From well to better, daily self-surpast : 
Who, whether praise of him must walk the earth: 
For ever, and to noble deeds give birth, 
' Op He must go to dust without his fame,, 
And leave a dea4 unprofitable name,. 
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FiDds comfort in himself and in his cause; 
And, while the mortal mist is gathering, draws 
His breath in confidence of Heaven's applause; ' 
This is the happy Warrior ; this is He 
Whom every Man in arms should wish to be« 



The above Venet were vnitten mo» t^ier Hdingi had 
b«en,reccived of ike Death rf Lord Nelwn, which event di- 
rected the Authm'i ihoughu to the tubject. HU respect fir 
the memory of hit great feUouhCountryman indueet him to 
mention thU; though he it weU awnre thtt ike Venet mutt^ 
suffer from any comection in the Readeft mmd wUh a Nmtt€ 
to Uluttritti^ 
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THE HORN OF EGREMONT CASTLE. 



When the Brothers reach'd the gateway^ 

Eustace pointed with his lance 

To the Horn which there was hanging; 

Horn of the inheritance. 

Horn it was which none could sonnd. 

No one upon living ground. 

Save He who came as nightful Heir 

To EgreiDont's Domains and Castle fair* 
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Heirs from ages withoul record 

Had the House of Lacie bom. 

Who of right had claim'd the Lordship 

By the proof upon the Horn t 

Each at the apj^iuted hour 

Tried the Horn, it own'd his power; 

He was acknowledged : and the blast 

Which good Sir Eustace sounded was the last 

With his lance Sir Eustace pointed. 

And to Hubert thus said he, 

'' What I speak Uiis Horn shall witnett 

'* For thy better memory. 

** Hear, then, jmd neglect me not! 

*' At this time, and on this spot, 

'' The words are utter'd from my heart, 

''As my lait Mmetl prayer ere we depart 
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^ On good service wt aw going 

** life to risk by sea mid bnd; 

^ In which coarse if Christ; our Saviour 

'^ Do my sinful soul demands 

'' Hither come thou hack straightway^ 

^ Hubert, if alive that day; 

^ Return, and souml the Horn, that we 

" Bfay have a living Hou3e still left in theel ' 

" Fear not/' quickly answerM Hubert; 

'^ As I am thy Father's son, 

" What thou askest, ndble Brother, 

H With God's (avour shall be done/' 

So were both right well content : 

From the Castle forth they went 

And at tbe head of their Array 

To FalesUae the Brothers took their way- 
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Side by side they fought (the Lactes 

Were a line for valour fam'd) 

And where'er their strokes alighted 

There the Saracens were tamM. 

Whence, then, could it come the though^ 

By what evil spirit brought ? 

Oh ! can a brave Man wish to take 

His Brother's life, for Land's and Castle's sake^ 

" Sir!" the Ruffians said to Hubert^ 
*' Deep he lies in Jordan flood.'* — 
Stricken by this ill assurance. 
Pale and trembling Hubert stood. 
" Take your earnings." — Oh! that 1 
Could have seen my Brother die ! 
It was a pang that vex'd him then; 
And oft returned, again, and yet agaiBk 
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Months pass'd on» and no 8ir Eustace! 
Nor of him were tidings heard. 
Wherefore^ bold as day, the Murderer 
Back again to England steer'd. 
To his Castle Hubert sped; 
He has nothing now to dread. 
But silent and by stealth he came« 
And at an hour which nobody could name. 

None could tell if it were night-time. 

Night or day, at even or mom; 

For the sound was heard by no one 

Of the proclamation-horn. 

But bold Hubert lives in glee: 

Months and years went smilingly; 

With plenty was his table spread; 

And bright the Lady is who shares his bed. 
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Likewise he bad Sons and Daughters; 
And, as good men jo, he sate 
At his board by these surrounded^ 
Flourishing in fair estate. 
And, while thus in open day 
Once he sate, as old books say, 
A blast was utter'd from the Horn* 
Where by the Castle-gate it hung forlorn* 

Tis the breath of good Sir Eustace ! 

He is come to claim his right : 

Ancient Castle, Woods, and Mountaina 

Hear the challenge with delight 

Hubert ! though the blast be blown 

He is helpless and alone: 

Thou hast a dungeon, speak the word ! 

And there he may be lodg'^ and thou be Lord. 
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Speak 1 astounded Hubert eannoi; 

And if power to speak he had. 

All are daunted, all the household 

Smitten to the heart, and sad, 

Tis Sir Eustace ; if it be 

Living Man, it must be he ! 

Thus Hubert thought in his dismay, 

And by a Postern-gate he slunk auray, 

\ 

Long, and long was he unheard of: 
To his Brother then be came. 
Made confession, askM fergiveness, 
AskM it by a Brother's name. 
And by all the saints in heaven; 
And of Eustace was forgiven : 
Then in a Convent went to hide 
Bit melancfady beiid, and there he died 
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But Sir Eoitace^ whom good Angols 

Had prenerv'd from Murderers' hands. 

And from Pagan chains had rescued, 

Liv'd with honour on his lands. 

Sons he had, saw Sons of theirs: 

And through ages. Heirs of Heirs, 

A long posterity renown'd. 

Sounded the Horn which they alone could sound. 
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THE AFFLICTION 
MARGARET OF - 



Where art thou, my beloved Son, 
Where are thou, worse to me than dead ? 
Oh find me prosperous or undone ! 
Or, if the grave be now thy bed. 
Why am I ignorant of the same 
That I may rest ; and neither blame. 
Nor sorrow may attend thy name } 



d by Google 



46 

Seven years, alas, to have received 
No tidings of an only child ; 
To have despair'd, and have belie v'd. 
And be for evermore beguil'd ; 
Sometimes with thoughts of very bliss ! 
I catch at them, and then I miss 4 
Was ever darkness like to this^ 

*tle was among the prime in worth. 
An object beauteoas to behold ; 
Well born, well bred ; I sent him forth 
Ingenuous, innocent, and bold : 
If things ensued that wanted grace. 
As hath been said, they were not base^ 
And never blush was on my face. 

Ah! little doth the Young One dream. 
When full of play and childish cares. 
What power hath even his wildest scream, 
Heard by his Mother unaware^ 
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He knows it sot, be cannot gnen: 
Years to a Mother bring distress; 
Bot do not make her love the less. 

Neglect me ! no I sufifer'd long 

From that ill thought; and being blind. 

Said, " Pride shall help me in my wfong ; 

Kind mother have I been, as kind 

As erer breathed:" and that is tme; 

I've wet ro J path wkh tears like dew. 

Weeping for him when no one icnew. 

My Son, if thou be fanmbled^ poor, 
Hopeiess of honoer and oi gain. 
Oh ! do not dread thy mother's door ; 
Think not of me with grief and pain : 
I now can see with better eyes; 
And worldly grandeur I despise. 
And fortune wttb hev gH^ and lies* 
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Alas ! the fowls of Heareii have wing*. 
And blasts of Heaven will aid tbeir flighty 
Tbey mount, how short a voyage brings . 
The Wanderers back to their delight ! 
Chains tie us down by land and sea; 
And wishes, vain as mine, may be 
All that is left to comfort thee. 

Perhaps some dungeon bears thee groan. 
Maimed, mangled by inhuman men; 
Or thou upon a Desart thrown 
Inheritest the Lion^s Den ; 
Or bast been summoned to the Deep, 
Thou, Thou and all thy mates, to keep 
An inconmiunicable sleep. 

I look for Ghosts; but none will force 
Their way to me ; Hb falsely said 
That there was ever intercourse 
Betwixt the living and the' dead ; 
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For, surely, then I should have sight 
Of Him I wait for day and night. 
With love and longings infinite. 

My apprehensions come in crowds; 
I dread the rustling of the grass ; 
The very shadows of the clouds 
Have power to shake me as they pass : 
I question things, and do not find 
One that will answer to my mind ; 
And all tha world appears tmkind. 

Beyond participation lie 
My troubles, and beyond relief: 
If any chance to heave a sigh 
They pity me, and not my grief. 
Then come to me, my Son, or send 
Some tidings that my woes may end; 
I have no other ^rthly friend. 
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THE KITTEN AND THE FALLING 
LEAVES. 



That way look, my Infant, lo ! 
What a pretty baby show I 
S€e the Kitten on the Wall, 
Sporting with the leaves that fall, 
Wither'd leaves, one, two, and ihvet. 
From the lofty Elder-tree ! 
Through the calm and frosty air 
Of this morning bright and fair. 
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Eddying round and round they siuk 
Softly, slowly: one might thinks 
From the motions that are made« 
Every little leaf conve/d 
Sylph or Faery hither tending, 
To this. jower world descending, 
Each invisible and mute. 
In his wavering parachute. 

But the Kitten, how she sterU, 

Crouches, stretches,, paws, and darU; 
First at one and then it's fellow 
Just as light and just as yellow; 
There are many now— now one— 
Now they stop; and Uiere are none— . 
What intenseness of desire 
In her upward eye of fire ! 
With a tiger-leap half way 
Now she meets the coming prey, 

9ft 
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Leu it go as hist, asd then 

Has it in her power agaia : 

Now she works widi three or four. 

Like an Indian Conjaror ; 

Quick as he in feats of art. 

Far beyond in joy of heart. ^ 

Were her antics play'd in the eye 

Of a thousand Standers-by, 

Clapping hands with shout and stare. 

What would little Tabby care , 

For the plaudits of the Crowdi 

Oyer happy to be proud. 

Over wealthy in the treasure 

Of her own exceeding pleasure ! 

*Tis a pretty Baby .treat ; 
Nor, I deem, for me^imineet: 
Here, for neither Babe or me,. 
Other Play-mate can I see. 
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Of the co«ndeM living thhigs, 
That with ittr of feet and wiiifp, 
(Id the sun or under ihade 
Upon bongh or grauy blade) 
And with bufy revelUags, 
Chirp and song, and mnrmuringif 
Made tbii Orchard'i nanow apace, 
And thin Vde so blithe a place; 
Multitndes are fwept away 
NeTer more to brei^he the day ; 
Some are sleeping; some in Bandu 
TrarelVd tntodiitant Landf ; 
Otherji slunk to moor and wood» 
Far from human neighboorbood, 
Audi among the Kinds that keep 
With 08 closer fellowship, > 
With us openly abide. 
Ail haye laid their mirth ^side. 
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— ^Where is he that giddy Sprite^ 
Blue-cap^ with his coloun bright 
Who was blest as bird coald be^ 
Feeding in the apple-tree. 
Made such wanton spoil and roiit» 
Turning blossoms inside ont. 
Hung with head towards the ground* 
Fluttered, perch'd; into a round 
Bound himself, and then unbound; 
Lithest, gaudiest Harlequin, 
Prettiest Tumbler ever seen. 
Light of heart, and light of limb^ 
What is now become of Him ? 
Lambs, that through the mountains went 
Frisking, bleating merriment. 
When the year was in it's prime. 
They are sobered by this time. 
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If you look to vale or biH, 
If you listen, all is still. 
Save a little neighbouring Rill; 
That from out the rocky ground 
Strikes a solitary sound. 
Vainly glitters hill and plain« 
And the air is calm in vain ; 
Vainly Morning spreads the hire 
Of a sky serene and pure ; 
Creature none can she decoy 
Into open sign of joy: 
Js it that they have a fear 
Of the dreary season near? 
Or that other pleasures be 
Sweeter even than gaiety ? 

Yet, whatever enjoyments dwell 
In the impenetrable cell 
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Of the silent heart which Nature 

Furnishes to every Creature, 

Whatsoe'er \ve feel and k4Aow 

Too sedate for outv^rd show^ 

Snch a li^ht of gladness breaks. 

Pretty Kitten ! from thy freaks. 

Spreads with such a living grace 

O'er my little Laura's face ; 

Yesi the sight so stira and charms 

Thee, Baby, laughing in my armii, 

That almost I conld repine 

That your transports are not mm^> 

That I do not wholly fare 

Kven as ye do, thoughtless Pair ! 

And I will have my carelcTss season 

Spite of melancholy reason. 

Will walk through life in such a way 

Tbatk when time brings on decay, 
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Now and thtn I may possess 
Hoars of perfect gladsomeDess. 
— Pleas'd by afiy randon toy; 
By a Kitten's busy joy. 
Or an infant's laughing eye 
Sharing in the extacy, 
I would fare like that or this. 
Find my wisdom in my bliss ; 
Keep the liprightly soul awake. 
And have faculties to take 
Even from things by sorrow wrought 
Matter for a jocund thought; 
Spite of care, and spite of grief^ 
To gambol with Lifers falling Leaf. 
' »5 
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TBI: SOLITUDE OF BINNdRIZ. 



Seren Daughters had Lord Archibald^ 
All Children of one Mother : 
I could not say in one short day 
What love they bore each other« 
A Garland of seven Lilies wrought J 
Seven Sisters that together dwell ; 
But he, bold Knight as ever fought. 
Their Father, took of them no thought. 
He loved the Wars so well. 
Sing, mournfully, oh ! moumiully. 
The Solitude of Binnorie ! 
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Fresh blows the wind, a western wind. 

And from the shores of Erin,. 

Across the wave, a Rover brave 

To Binnorie is steering: 

Right onward to the Scottish strand. 

The gallant ship is borne ; 

The Warriors leap upon the land*. 

And hark ! the Leader of the Band 

Hath blown his bugle horn* 

Sing, mournfully, oh! mournfully. 

The Solitude of Binnorie. 

Beside a Grotto of their own> 
With boughs above them closing. 
The Seven are laid, and in the shade 
They lie like Fawns reposing. 
But now, upstarting with affright 
At noise of Man and Steed, 
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Awtty the J fly to left to light — 
Of your fair houiekold. Father Knight, 
M€^liinks you take saaXl heed ! 
Sing, mournfxilly, oh! mournfally. 
The SoliUide of Birmorie^ 

Away the seTea fair Campbells fly, 

And, over Hill and Hollow, 

With menace proud, and insult loud. 

The youthful Rovers follow. 

Cried they, *' Your Father lo? es to roam : 

Enough for him to find 

The empty House whea he comes home; 

For us your yellow ringlets comb. 

For us be fair and kind ! 

Sing, mournfully, oh! mournfully. 

The Solitude of Binnorie. 
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Some close behind, boom side by tide. 

Like clouds in stwrmy veatber. 

They run, and cry, *' Nay let us die. 

And let us die together.'* 

A Lake was near ; the shore was sleep; 

There never Foot had been; 

They ran^ and with a desperate leap 

Together plung'd into the deep> 

Nor ever more were seen. 

Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully. 

The Solitude of Binnorie. 

The Stream that flows out of the Lake, 
As through the glen it rambles. 
Repeats a moan o'er* moss and stone. 
For those seven lovely Campbells. 
Seven little Islands, green and bare. 
Have risen from out the deep : 
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The Fishers say; those Sisters fair 
By Faeries are all buried there. 
And there together sleep. 
Sing, mournfully, oh! mournfully> 
The Solitude of Binnorie. 
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To H.a, 

SIX y:ears old. 



O Thou! whose fancies from afar are brought; 

Who of thy words dost make a mock appare1> 

And fittest to unutterable thought 

The breeze-like motion and the self-born carol ; 

Thou Faery Voyager ! that dost float 

In such clear water, that thy Boat 

May rather seem 

To brood on air than oir an earthly stream ; 
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Suspended io a stream as clear as sky^ 

Where earth and heayen do make one imagery ; 

blessed Vision ! happy Child ! 
That art so exquisitely wild, 

1 think of thee with many fears 

For what may be thy lot in future years. 

I thought of times when Pain might be thy guest. 

Lord of thy house and hospitality; ^ 

And grief, uneasy Lover ! never rest 

But when she sate within the touch of thee. 

Oh! too industrious folly ! 

Oh ! vain and causeless melancholy ! 

Nature will either end thee quite ; 

Or, lengthening out thy season of delight. 

Preserve for thee, by individual right, 

A young Lamb's heart among the full-grown 

flocks. 
What hast Thou to do with sorrow. 
Ox the injuries of tomorrow ? 
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Thoa art a Dew-drop^ which the morn brings 

forth. 
Not doom'd to jostle with unkindly shocks ; 
Or to be trail'd ak>Qg the soiling eai:th; 
A Gem that glitters while it lives. 
And no forewarning gives $ 
Bu^ at the touch of wrong,, without a strife 
Slips in a ^oaieot out of life* 
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Among all lovely things my Loye had been ; 
Had noted well the stars, all flowers that grew 
About her home ; but she had never seen 
A Glow-worm, never one, and this I knew. 

While riding near her home one stormy night 
A single Glow-worm did! chance to espy; 
I gave a fervent welcome to the sight. 
And from my Horse I leapt; great joy had L 

Upon a leaf the Glow-worm did I lay. 
To bear it with me through the stormy night : 
And, as before, it shone without dismay ; 
Albeit putting forth a fainter light. 
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When to the. Dwelling of my Loya I came, 
I went into the Orchard quietly t 
And left the Glow-worm, blessing it by name. 
Laid safely by itself, beneath a Tree. 

The whole next day, I hoped, and hoped with fear $ 
At night the Glow-worm shone beneath the Tree : 
I led my Lucy to the spot, " Look here! ** 
Ohl joy it was for her, and joy forme! 
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I trarelKd among unknown Men, 
in Lands beyond the Sea ; 

Nor England ! did I know till then 
What love I bore to tbe#. 

'Tis past, that melancholy dream I 

Nor will I quit thy shore 
A second time ; for still I seem 

To love thee more and more. 

Among thy mountains did I feel 

The joy of my desire j 
And She I cherishM turn'd her wheel 

Beside an English fire. 
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Thy nnoraings shewed — thy nights conoeard 
The howen where Lucy play'd ; 

And thine is, too> the last green field 
Which Locy's e^ survey'd S 
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ODE TO DUTY. 



Stern Daughter of the Voice of God ! 

O Duty ! if that name thou love 

Who art a Light to guide, a Rod 

To check the erring, and reprove ; 

Thou who art victory and law 

When empty terrors overawe ; 

From vain temptations dost set free; 

From strife and from despair; a glorious ministry. 
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There are who ask not if thine eye 

Be on them ; who, in love and troth. 

Where no misgiving is^ rely 

Upon the genial sense of yoath : 

Glad Hearts! without reproach or blot; 

Who do thy work, and know it not: 

May joy be theirs whiie life shall last! 

And Thou> if they should .totter^ teach them to stand &rt ! 

Serene will be our days and bright. 

And happy will our nature he. 

When love is an unerring light. 

And joy its own security. 

And bless'd are they who in the main 

This faith, even now> do entertain : 

Live in the spirit of this creed ; 

Yet find that other strength, according to their need. 
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1, loTing freedom^ and imferied; 

No sport of every randooi gaaib. 

Yet being to myself a goide^ 

Too blindly have reposed my triMt; 

Resolved that notkiDg eW Aotai 

Upon my present happiness^ 

I shoved unwelcome taski away ; 

Bui thee i new would serve more strict]]^ if I may. 

Through no disturbanee of my sooL 

Or strong compunction in me wiHMighty 

I supplicate for thy controul; 

But in the quietness of thought : 

Me this uncharter'd freedom tires; 

I feel the weight of chance desires ; 

My hopes no more must change their nam<(, 

I long for a ropose ^hlch ever is the same. 
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Yet not the less would I diroughout 
Still act according to the Toice 
Of my own wish ; and feel past doabl 
That my submissiveness was choice : 
Not seeking in the school of pride 
For " precepts over dignified/' 
Denial and restraint I prize 

No farther than they breed a second Will more 
wise. 

Stern Lawgiver ! yet thou dost wear 
The Godhead's most benignant grace ; 
Nor know we any thing so fair >^ 

As is the smile upon thy face ; 
Flowers laugh before thee on their beds; 
And Fragrance in thy footing treads; 
Thou dost preserve the Stars from wrong; 
And the most ancient Heavens through Thee are 
fresh and strong. 
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To humbler fuiictions^ awful Power ! 
I call thee: I myself commend 
Uuto thy guidance from this hour; 
Oh ! let my weakness liave an end ! 
Give unto me, made lowly wise. 
The spirit of self-sacrifice ; 
The confidence of reason give ; 
And in the light of truth thy Bondman let me 
liyc! 
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9UEING A TOUH. CHIEFLY OS FOOT. 
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BEGGARS. 



She had a tall Man's height^ or more ; 
No boDnet screen'd her fi-om the heat;' 
A long drab-colour'd Cloak she wore, 
A Mantle reaching to her feet : 
What other dress she had I could not know; 
Only she wore a Cap that was as white as snow. 

In all my walks, through field or town^ 
Such Figure had I never seen : 
V Her face was of Egyptian brown : 
Fit person was she for a Queen, 
To head tho^e ancient Amasonian files : 
Or ruling Bandit's Wife, among the Grecian Isles. 
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Before me begging did she stand. 
Pouring out sorrows like a sea; 
Grief after grief : — on English Land 
Such woes I knew could never be ; 
And yet a boon I gave her; for the Oeature 
Was beautiful to se^; a Weed of glorious feature! 

1 left her, and pursued my way; 
And soon before me did espy 
A pair of little Boys at play. 
Chasing a crimson butterfly; 
The Taller followed with his hat in hand, 
Wreatb'd round with yellow flow'rs, the gayestof the laiid« 

The Other wore a rimless crown. 
With leaves of laurel stuck about; 
And they both followed up and dowui 
Each whooping with a merry shout; 
Two Brothers seemM they, eight and ten years old i 
Aad like that Woman's lace as gold is like to gold. 
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They bolted on me thus, and b! 
Each ready with a plaintive whine ; 
Said I, " Not half an hour ago 
Your Mother has had alms of mine.** 
*' That cannot be," one answer'd, ** She is dead/' 
" Nay bot I gave her pence, and she will buy you bread.*' 

•' She has been dead. Sir, many a day.** 
*^ Sweet Boys, you're telling me a lie ; 
" It was your Mother, as I say — *' 
And in the twinkling of an eye, 
** Come, come ! " cried one ; and, without more ado. 
Off to some other play they both together flew.. 
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9. 



TO A SKY^LARK. 



Up with me ! up with me into the cloudt ! 

For thy song; Lark^ is strong; 
Up with me> up with me into the clouds f 

Singing, singing. 
With all the heav'ns about thee ringing. 

Lift me, guide me, till I find 
That spot which seems so to thy mind ! 
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I have walkM through wilderneflsea dreary. 
And today xny heart is weary; 
Had I now the soul of a Faery« 
Up to thee wodd I Sy* 
There is madness about thee, and joy diyine 

In that song of thine; 
Up with me^ up with me^ high and high. 
To thy banqueting-place in the sky ! 
Joyous as Mornings 
Thou art laughing and scorning; 
l*hou hast a nest^ for thy lore and thy rest : 
And, though little troubled with sloth. 
Drunken Lark ! thou would^st be loth 
To be such a Traveller as I. 

Happy, happy Liver* 
With a soul as strong as a mountain Rivei , 
Pouring out praise to the Almighty Gi>er, 
e5 
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joy and jollity be with m both! 

Hearing thee, or else some other. 
As merry a Brother, 
t on the earth will go plodding on. 
By myself, cbearfelly, till the day is done^ 
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** With how sad steps* O Mood thoa climb'st the sky; 
How silently/ and with how wan a face V * 
Where art thou ? Thoq whom I have seen on high 
Running among the clouds a Wood-nymph's race ? 
Unhappy Nuns, whose common breath's a sigh 
Which they would stifle, move at such a pace ! 
The Northern Wind, to call thee to the chace. 
Must blow tonight his bugle horn. Had I 
The power of Merlin, Goddess! this should be; 
And all the Stars, now shrouded up in heaven. 
Should sally tbrth to keep thee company. 
What strife would then be yours, fair Creatures, driv'n 
Now up, now down, and sparkling in your glee ! 
But, Cynthia, should to Thee the palm be gir'n^ 
Queen both for beauty and for majesty. 

* From • aoDoet of Sir Ptilip Sydnejr* 
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ALICE PELL. 



The Post-boy droye with fierce career. 
For threat'Ding clouds the moon had drown'd i 
When suddenly I seemM to hear 
A moan, a lamentable sounds 



As if the wind blew many ways 
I heard the sound, and more and more: 
It seem'd to follov^Kk the Chaise, 
And still I heard it as before; 
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At length I to the Boy call'd out. 
He stoppM his horses at the word ; 
But neither cry, nor Toice> nor shout. 
Nor aught else like it could be heard. 

The Boy then smackM his whip, and fast 
The horses scamperM through the rain ; 
-And soon I heard upon the blast 
The voice, and bade him halt again. 

Said I, alighting on the ground, 
" What can it be, this piteous moan? '* 
And there a little Girl I found. 
Sitting behind the Chaise, alone. 

" My Cloak ! '* the word was Fast and first. 

And loud and bitterly she wept. 

As if her very heart would burst; 

And down from off the Chaise she leapt. 
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•• What ails yotf. Child ?"she8obb*d, ** Look here !' 

I saw it in the wheel entangled, 

A weather beaten Rag as e'er 

From any garden scare-crow dangled. 

^Twas twisted betwixt nave and spoke} 
Her help she lenl^ and with good heed 
Together we released the Cloak; ' 
A wretched^ wretched rag indeed ! 

" And whither are you going, Child, 
To night along these lonesome ways ? " 
'' To Durham'' answer'd she half wild-— 
" Then come with me into the chaise.'* 

She sate like one past all relief; 
Sob after sob she forth did send 
In wretchedness, as if her grief 
Could neTer, iiever, haTe an endL 
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" My Child, in Darfaam do yoa dwellf 
She checked herself in her distress^ 
And said, '* My name is Alice Fell ; 
Ym fatherless and motherless. 

And I to Darham, Sir, helong/' 
And then, as if the thought would choke 
Her very heart, her grief grew strong; 
And all was for her tatter'd Cloak. 

The chaise drove on ; our journey's end 
Was nigh ; and, sitting by my side. 
As if she'd lost her only friend 
She wept, nor would be pacified. 

Up to the Tavern-door we post; 
Of Alice and her grief I told ; 
And I gave money to the Host, 
To boy a new Cloak for the oU. 
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" And let it be of duffil grey. 
As warm a cloak as man can sell !'' 
Proud Creature was she the next day. 
The little Orphan, A|ice Fell ! 
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5. 



RESOLUTION AND JNDEPENDENCR 



There was a roaring in the wind all night; 
The rain came heavily and fell in floods; 
Bat now the sun is rising calm and bright ; 
The birds are singing in the distant woods ; 
Over his own sweet voice the Stock-dove broods; 
The Jay makes answer as the Magpie chatters ; 
And all the air is fiird with pleasant noise of waters. 
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All things that love the sun are out of doors; 

The sky rejoices in the morning's birth; 

The grass is bright with rain -drops ; on the moors 

The Hare is running races in her mirth ; 

And with her feet she from the plashy earth 

Raises a mist; whlch« glittering in the sun» 

Runs with her all the way« wherever she doth roiL 

I was a Traveller then upon the moor; 
I saw the Hare that racM about with joy; 
I heard the woods^ and distant waten^ roar; 
Or heard them not^ as happy as a Boy: 
The pleasant season did my heart employ : 
My old remembrances went from me wholly; 
And all the ways of men, so vain and melancholy. 

But> as it sometimes chanceth^ from the might 
Of joy in ipinds that can no farther go. 
As high as we have mounted in delight 
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lo our dejection do we sink as low> 

To me that morning did it happen so ; 

And fears^ and fancies, thick upon me came} 

Dim sadness^ & blind thoughts I knew not nor could name» 

I heard the Sky-rlark singing in the sky ; 
And I bethought me of the playful Hare : 
Even such a happy Child of earth am I; 
Even as these blissful Creatures do I &re ; 
Far from the world I wa1k> 'and from all care i 
But there may come another day to me. 
Solitude, pain of heart, distress, and poverty. 

My whole life I have liv'd in pleasant thought. 

As if life's business were a summer mood ; ' 

As if all needful things would come unsought 

To genial faith, still rich in genial good ; 

But how can He expect that others should 

Build for him, sow for him, and at his call 

liove bimr who for himself will take no heed at allf 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



92 



I tboaght of ChattertODi the maryellous Boy, 

The sleepless Sotd that perishM in its pride; 

Of Him who walkM in glory and in joy 

Behind bis plough, upon the mountain-side : 

By pur own spirits are we deified; 

We Poets in our youth begin in gladness; 

But thereof comes in the end despondency and madness. 

Now, whether it were by peculiar grace, 

A leading from above, a something given. 

Yet it befel, that, in this lonely place. 

When up and down my fancy thus was driven. 

And I with these untoward thoughts had striven/ 

I saw a Man before me unawares : 

The oldest Man he seem'd that ever wore grey hairs. 

My course I stopped as soon as I espied 
The Old Man in that naked wilderness: 
Close by a Pond, upon the further side. 
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He stood alone: a minute's space I guess 
I watchM him^ he continuing motionless : 
To the Pool's further margin then I drew; 
He being all the while before me full in view. 

As a huge Stone is sometimes seen to He 
CouchM on the bald top of an eminence; 
Wonder to all who do the same espy 
By what means it could thither come, and whence; 
So that it seems a thing endued with sense : 
Like a Sea^beast crawW forth, which on a shelf 
Of rock or sand reposeth, there to sun itself. 

Such seem'd this Man, not all alive nor dead. 

Nor all asleep; in his extreme old age: 

His body was bent double, feet and head 

Coming together in their pilgrimage ; 

As if some dire constraint of pain, or rage 

Of sickness felt by hira in times long past, 

A more than human weight upon his frame had cast. 
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Himself be propp'4» his body, limbs, and face^ 
Upon a long grey Staff of shaven wood : 
And, still as I drew near with gentle pace. 
Beside the little pond or moorish flood 
Motionless as a Cloud the Old Man stood ; 
That heareth not the loud winds when they catt ; 
And moveth altogether, if it move at all. 

At length, himself unsettling, he the Pond 

Stirred with his Staff, and fixedly did look 

Upon the muddy water, which he eoun'd. 

As if he had been reading in a book : 

And now such freedom as I could I took; 

And, drawing to his side, to him did say, 

*' This morning gives us promise of a glorious day.^ 

A gentle answer did the Old Man make. 

In courteous speech which forth he slowly drew : 

And him with further words I thus bespoke. 
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^ What kind of work is that which yoa pursue f 
This is a •lonesome place for one like you/' 
He answer'd me with pleasure and surprize; 
And there was, while he spake^ a fire about his eyes. 

His words came feebly, from a feeble chesty 

Yet each in solemn order foltoVd each. 

With something of a lofty utterance drest^ 

Choice word, and measured phrase ; above the reach 

Of ordinary men; a stately speech I 

Such as grare Livers do in Scotland use, 

Beligious men, who give to God and Man their dues. 

He told me that he to this pond had come - 

To gather Leeches, being old and poor: 

Employment hazardous and wearisome ! 

And he had many hardships to endure : 

From Pond to Pond he roam'd, from moor to moor. 

Housing, with God's good help, by choice or chance : 

And ill this way he gain'd an honest maintenance. 
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The Old Man still stood talking by my side; 

But now his voice to me was like a stream 

Scarce heard; nor w6rd from word could I divide ; 

And the whole Body of the man did seem 

Like one whom I had met with in a dream; 

Or like a Man from some far region sent ; 

To give me human strengths and strong admonishment. 

My former thoughts reliim'd : the fear that kills ; 

The hope that is unwilling to be fed; 

Cold, pain, and labour, and all fleshly ills; 

And mighty Poets in their misery dead. 

And now, not knowing what the Old Man had said. 

My question eagerly did I renew, 

" How is it that you live, and what is it you do ? " 

He with a smile did then his words repeat ; 
And said, that, gathering Leeches, far and wide 
He travelled; stirring thus about his feet 
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The waten of the Ponds where they abide. 
" Once. I could meet with them on every side; 
But they have dwindled long by slow decay; 
Yet still I perseyere, and find them where I may/* 

While he was talking thus, the lonely place^ 

The Old Man's shape, and speech, all troubled me : 

In my iQind's eye I seemM to see him pace 

About the weary moors continually. 

Wandering about alone and silently. 

While I these thoughts within myself pursued^ 

He, having made a pause, the same discourse renewed. 

, And soon with this he other matter blended, 
Chearfully uttered, with demeanour kind. 
But stately in the main ; and, when he ended, 
I could have laughM myself to scorn, to find 
In that decrepit Man so firm a mind. 
'' God," said I, '' be my help and stay secure ; 
rU think of the Leech-gatherer on the lonely moor.'' 

VOL. I. F 
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PREFATORY SONNET. 



Nuns fret not at their Convent's iiarrow room; 
And Hennits are contented with their Cells; 
And Students with their pensive Citadels : 
Maids at the Wheels the Weaver at his Loom, 
Sit blithe and happy; Bees that soar for bloom. 
High as the highest Peak of Fnrness Fells, 
Will marmur by the hour in Foxglove bells : 
In truth, the prison, unto which we doom 
Ourselves, no prison is: and hence to me. 
In sundry moods, Hwas pastime to be bound 
Within Uie Sonnet's scanty plot of ground: 
PleasM if some Souls (for such there needs must be) 
Who have felt the weight of too much liberty. 
Should find short solace there, as I have found. 
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MISCELLANEOUS SONNETS. 
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How sweet it \b, when mother Fancy rocks 
The wayward brain> to saunter through a wood ! 
An old place, full of many a lovely brood. 
Tall trees, green arbours, and ground flowers in flocks; 
And Wild rose tiptoe upon hawthorn stocks. 
Like to a bonny Lass, who plays her pranks 
At Wakes and Fairs with. wandering Mountebanks, 
When she stands cresting the Clown's head, and mocks 
The crowd beneath her. Verily I think. 
Such place to me is sometimes like a dream 
Or map of the whole world : thoughts, link by link. 
Enter through ears and eyesight, with such gleam 
Of all things, that at last in fear I shrink. 
And leap at once from the delicious stream. 
r5 
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Where lies the Land to which yon Ship must go? 

Festively she puts forth in trim array ; 

As vigorous as a Lark at break of day : 

Is she for tropic suns, or polar snow? 

What boots the enquiry ? Neither friend nor foe 

She cares for; let her travel where she may> 

She finds familiar names, a beaten way 

£ver before her, and a wind to blow. 

Yet still I ask, what Haven is her mark? 

And, almost as it was when ships were rare» 

From time to time, like Pilgrims, here and there 

Crossing the waters; doubt, and something dark. 

Of the old Sea some reverential fear. 

Is with me at thy farewell, joyous Bark ! 
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s. 

G0MP08ID 

after a Journey across 

THE HAMILTON HILLS, 

T0RK8HIRS. 



Ere we had reachM the wish'd-for place^ night fell : 
We were too late at least by one dark hour. 
And nothing could we see of all that power 
Of prospect, whereof many thousands tell. 
The western sky did recompence us well 
With Grecian Temple, Minaret, and Bower; 
And, in one part, a Minster with its Tower 
Substantially distinct, a place for Bell 
Or Clock to toll from. Many a glorious pile 
Did we behold, sights that might well repay 
All disappointment ! and, as such, the eye 
Delighted in them ; but we felt, the while. 
We should forget them : they are of the sky. 
And from our earthly memory fade away. 
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4. 



thetf are ef ihe Ajf, 

And from our eariKly memory fade away. 

These words were ottered in a penaiTe mood. 
Even whik mine eyes were on that sofemii sight ; 
A contnik and reproach to gross delight. 
And lifers uaspiritoal pheasiires daily wooM ! 
Bat now upon this thought I cannot brood : 
It is mistable, and deserts me quite ; 
Nor will i praise a Cloudy however bright. 
Disparaging Man's gifts, and proper food. 
The Grove, the sky-built Temple, and the Dome, 
Though clad in colours beautiful and purc^ 
Find in the heart of man no natural home: 
The immortal Mind craves objects thai endur^: 
These cleave to it; from these it cannot roam, 
Nor they from it : their fellowship is secure. 
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TO SLEEP. 



gentle Sleep! do they belong to thee. 
These twinklings of ohlitioa? Thou dost lOTe 
To sit in meekness, likte the brooding Do?e, 
A Captive never wiping to be free* 

This tiresome ni^« O Sleep ! thou art to me 
A Fly, that up and down himself doth shove 
Upon a fretful rivulet, now above. 
Now on the water vex'd with mockery. 

1 have no pain that calls for patience, no ; 
Hence am I cross and peevish as a child : 
Am pleas'd l^ fits to have thee for my foe. 
Yet ever willing to be reconciled : 

O gentle Creature I do not use me so. 
But once and deeply let me be beguiled. 
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6. 
TO SLEEP. 



A flock of sheep that leisurely pass by. 
One after one ; the soand of rain, and bees 
Murmuring; the fell of rivers, winds and seas. 
Smooth fields, white sheets of water, and pure sky ; 
Fve thought of all by turns; and still I lie 
Sleepless; and soon the small birds melodies 
Must hear, first utter'd from my orchard trees; 
And the first Cuckoo's melancholy cry. 
Even thus last night, and two nights more, I lay^ 
Andt;ould not win thee. Sleep! by any stealth: 
So do not let me wear to night away: 
Without Thee what is all the morning's wealth? 
Come, blessed barrier betwixt day and day. 
Dear mother of fresh thoughts and joyous health ! 
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7. 
TO SLEEP. 



Fond words have oft been spoken to thee> Sleep! 
And thou has had thy store of tenderest names; 
The very sweetest words that fancy frames 
Whenthankfulness of heart is strong and deep ! 
Dear bosom Child we call thee, that dost steep 
In rich reward all suffering; Balm that tames 
All anguish; Saint that evil thoughts and aims 
Takest away, and into souls dost creep. 
Like to a breeze from heaven. Shall I alone; 
I surely not a man ungently made. 
Call thee worst Tyrant by which Flesh is crost^ 
Perverse, self-will'd to own and to disown. 
Mere Slave of them who never for thee pray 'd. 
Still last to eome where thou art wanted most ! 
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8. 



With Ships the sea was sprinkled £sur and nigh. 

Like stars in heaven, and joyously it showed ; 

Some lying fast at anchor in the road. 

Some veering np and down, one knew not why. 

A goodly Vessel did I then espy 

Come like a Giant from a haven broad ; 

And lustily along the Bay she strode. 

Her tackling rich, and of apparel high. 

This Ship was nought to me, nor I to her. 

Yet I pursued her with a Lover's lock; 

Thjs Ship to all the rest did I prefer : 

When will she turn, and whither ? She will brook 

No tarrying ; where she comes the winds must stir : 

On went She, and due north her journey took. 
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TO THE RIVER DUDDON. 



O moonlaiii Stream ! the Shepherd and hii Cot 
Are privileged Inmetes of deep aolitade : 
Kor would the niceet Anchorite exclude 
A Field or two of brighter green, or Plot 
Of tillage-ground, that leemeth like a ipot 
Of stationary ioothine: thou hast viewM 
These only, DuddonI with their paths renew'd 
By fits and starts, yet this contents thee not. 
Thee hath some awfiil Spirit impell'd to leave, 
Utterly to desert, the haunts of men. 
Though simple thy Companions were and few) 
And though this wiUemess a passage cleave 
Attended but by thy own Vdce, save when 
llie Clouds and Fowls of the air thy way punnie. 
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FROM THE ITALIAN OF MICHAEL AKGELO. 



Yes ! hope may with my strong desire keep pace. 

And I be undeluded> unbetray*d; 

For if of our affections none find grace 

In sight of Heaven^ then^ wherefore hath God madt 

The world which we inhabit ? Better plea 

Love cannot have>. than that in loving thee 

Glory to that eternal Peace is paid. 

Who such Divinity to thee imparts 

As hallows and makes pure all gentle hearts. 

His hope is treacherous only whose love dies 

With beauty, which is varying every hour; 

But, in chaste hearts uninfluenced by the power 

Of outward change, there blooms a deathless flower. 

That breathes on earth the air of paradise. 
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n. 



FIOM TBE SAMB. 



No mortal object did these eyes behold 

When first they met the placid light of thine. 

And my Soul felt her destiny divine. 

And hope of endless peace in me grew bold : 

Heav'n-born, the Soul a heay'n-ward course must hold ; 

Beyond the visible world She soars to seek. 

For what delights the sense is false and weak. 

Ideal Form, the universal mould. 

The wise man, I affirm, can find no rest 

In that which perishes : nor will he lend- 

His heart to aught which doth on time depend. 

Tis sense, unbridled will, and not true love. 

Which kills the soul : Love betters what is best. 

Even here below, but more in heaven above. 
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IS. 



PROM THB SAMB. 

TO THB SUPREME BEING. 



The prayers I meke will then be fvreet indeed 
If Thou the tpirit grre by which I pnty ; 
My unassisted heart u barren clay. 
Which of iU native self can nothug feed : 
Of good and pions works thou art the seed* 
Which quiclcMis only where then say'st it may t 
Unless then shew to us thine own true way 
No man can find it : Father! thou must lead. 
Do Thou, then* breathe those thoughts into my mind 
By which such Tirtue may in me be bred 
That in thy holy footstepa I may tread; 
The fetters of my tongue do Thou unbind. 
That I may hare the power to sing of thee. 
And sound thy praises cTerlastingly. 
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13. 
Written in very early Youth. 



Calm is alt nature as a resting wheel. 
The Kine are coueh'd upon the dewy grass; 
The Horse alone> seen dimly aft I pass. 
Is up, and cropping yet his later meal: 
Dark is the ground; a slumher seems to steal 
Q^es vale, and mountain, and the starless sky* 
Now, in this bkink of things, a harmony 
Home*felt, and home-created seems to heal 
That grief for which the senses still supply 
Fresh food; for only then, when memory 
Is hushM,. am I at rest. My Friends, restrain 
Those busy cares that would aUay my pain: 
Oh ! leave me to myself; nor let me feel 
The officious touch that makes me djroop again. 
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I*- 

COMPOSIS UPON 

WESTMINSTER BRIDQE, 

Septs, 1803. 



Earth has not any thing to shew more fair: 
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by 
A sight so touching in it's majesty : 
This City now doth like a garment wear 
The beauty of the morning; silent, bare. 
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, atiid temples lie 
Open unto the fields, and to the sky; 
All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 
Never did sun more beautifully steep 
In his first splendor valley, rock, or hill; 
Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep ! 
The river glideth at his own sweet will : 
Dear God ! the very houses seem asleep; 
And all that mighty heart is lying still ! 
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15. 



" Beloyied Vale ! '* I said, « when I shall con 
Those many records of my childish years, 
Remenabrance of myself and of my peers 
Will press me down : to think of -what is gone 
Will be an awful thought, if life have one/' 
But, when into the Vale I came, no fears 
Distress^ me; I lookM round, I shed no tears; 
Deep thought, or awful vision, I had none. 
By thousand petty fancies I was crossM, 
To see the Trees, which I had thought so tall. 
Mere dwarfs ; the Brooks so narrow, Fields so small. 
A Juggler's Balls old Time about him toss'd ; 
I looked, I stared, I smiled, I laughed ; and all 
The weight of sadness was in wonder losL 
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16. 



Methovght 1 8avr the footsteps of a throne 

Which mists and vapours from mine eyes did sluoQd, 

Nor view of him who sate thereon allow'd ; 

Bat all the steps and ground about were strown 

With sights the rueiiillest that flesh and bone 

Ever put oik; a miserable crowd. 

Sick, hale, old, young, who cried before that clond, 

" Thou art our king, O Death ! to thee we groan." 

I seefmM to mount those steps ;^e vapours gavie 

Smooth way ; and I beheld the face of one 

Sleeping alon^ within a mossy cave. 

With her face up to heaven ; that seemM to have 

Pleasing remembrance of a thought foregone; 

A lovely Beauty in a sumaner grave I , 
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17- 
Toih€ 



l*dy ! the songs of Spring were in the grove 
While I was framing beds of winter flowers ; 
While I was planting green unlading bowers. 
And ahrabs to hang upon the warm alcove. 
And sheltering wall ; and sttU, as fancy wove 
The dream, to time and liature's blended powers 
I gave this paradise for winter hours, 
A lab3nrinth Lady ! which your feet shall ro^. 
Yes! when the sun of life more feebly shines. 
Becoming thoughts, I trust, of solemn gloom 
Or of high gladnesa you. shall hither bring; 
And thes^ perennial boVvers and murmuring pines 
Be gracious as the music and the bloom 
And all the mighty ravishment of Spring. 

rot. u « 
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18. 



The world is too much with us ; late and sood« 
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers: 
Little we see in nature that is ours; 
We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon I 
This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon ; 
The Winds that will be howling at all hours 
And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers; 
For this, for every thing, we are out of tune; 
It moves us not — Great God ! I'd rather be 
A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn ; 
So might I, standing on this pleasant lea. 
Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn 
Have sight of Proteus coming from the sea; 
Or hear old Triton blow his wreathed horn. 
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19. 



It is a beauteous Evening, calm and free; 
The holy time is qniet as a Nun 
Breathless with adoration ; the broad sihi 
Is sinking down in its tranquillity ; 
The gentleness of hearen is on the Sea : 
Listen ! the mighty Being i^ awake 
And doth with his eternal motion make 
A sound like thunder — everlastingly. 
Bear Child ! dear Girl ! that walkest with me here. 
If thou appear'st untouched by solemn thought. 
Thy nature is not therefore less divine: 
Thou liest in Abraham's bosom all the year; 
And worshipp'st at the Temple's inner shrine, 
God being with thee when we know it not. 
62 
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20. 

TO THE MEMORY 
OF 

PAISLEY CALVERT. 



CaWert ! it must not be unheard by them 
Who may respect my name that I to thee 
OwM many years of early liberty. 
This care was thine when sickness did condemn 
Thy youth to hopeless wasting> root and stem: 
That I, if frugal and severoj might stray 
Where'er I liked ; and finally array 
My temples with the Muse's diadem. 
Hepce, if in freedom I have lovM the truths 
If there be aUght of pure, or good, or^reat» 
In my past verse ; or shall be, in the lays 
Of higher mooii, which now I meditate. 
It gladdens me, O worthy, short-lived Youth! 
To think how much of this will be thy praise^ 
Ajro or TBI riK»T pabt. 
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SONNETS 

BESICATX9 

TQ LIBERTY. 
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1. 

COMFOSKD BT THB 

SEASIDE, near CALAIS, 
Aoguft, 1802. 



Fair Star of Evening* Splendor of the West, 
Star of my Country ! on the horizon's brink 
Thou hangest/ stooping, as might seem, to sink 
On England's bosom ; yet well pleas'd to rest. 
Meanwhile, and be to her a glorious crest 
Conspicuous to the Nations. Thou, I think, 
Should'st be my. Country's emblem ; and should'st wink, 
Bright Star! with laughter on her banners, drest 
In thy fresh beauty. There ! that dusky spot 
Beneath thee^ it is England; there it lies. 
Blessings be on you both ! one hope, one lot. 
One life, one glory ! I, with many a fear 
For my dear Country, many heartfelt sighs. 
Among Men who do not love her linger here. 
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2. 



CALAIS, 

August, 180S. 



Is it a Reed that's shaken by the wiiiA, 

Or what is it that ye go forth to see ? 

Lords, Lawyers, Statesmen, Squires of low degree^ 

Men known, and men unkno\f n, Sick, Lame, and Blind^ 

Post forward all, like Creatures of one kind. 

With first-fruit ofierings crowd to bend the knee 

In France, before the new-bom Majesty. 

^Tis ever thus. Ye Men of prostrate mind ! 

A seemly reverence may be paid to power | 

But that's a loyal virtue, never sown 

In haste, nor springing with a transient shower : 

When, truth, when sense, when liberty were flowA 

What hardship had it been to wait an hour^ 

Shame on you, feeble Heads, to slavery prone I 
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3. 
TO A FRIEND, 

COMPOSED NSan 

CALAIS, 
On the Road leading to Ardres, August 7tb, 1809, 



Jones ! when from Calais southward you and I 
>TravelVd on foot together; then this Way, 
Which I am pacing now, was like the May 
With festivals of new-born Liberty : 
A homeless sound of joy was in the Sky; 
The antiquated Earth, as one might 3ay, 
Beat like the heart of Man : songs, garlands, play. 
Banners, and happy faces, far and nigh ! 
And now, sole register that these thin^ were. 
Two solitary greetings have I heard, 
" Good morrow, Citizen /*' a hollow word. 
As if a dead Man spake it ! Y^t despair 
I feel not : happy am I as a Bird : 
Fair seasons yet will come, and hopes as fair. 
c5 
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4. 



I griev'd for Buonaparte, with a vain 

And an unthinking grief! the yital blood 

Of that Man's mind what can it be ? What food 

Fed his first hopes? What knowledge could He gain? 

'Tis not in battles that from youth we train 

The Governor who must be wise- and goad» 

And temper with the sternness of the brain 

Thoughts motherly, and meek as womanhood. 

Wisdom doth li^c with children round her knees : 

Books, leisure, perfect freedom, and the talk 

Man holds with week-day man in the hourly walk 

Of the mind's business : these are the degrees 

By which true Sway doth mount; this is the stalk 

True Power doth grow on ; and her rights are tliese. 
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5. 

CALAIS, 

August 15th, 1803. 

Festivals have I seen that were not names : 
This is young Buonaparte's natal day; 
And his is henceforth an established sway> 
Consul for life. With worship France proclaims 
Her approbation, and with pomps and games. 
Heaven grant that other Cities may be gay ! * 
Calais is not: and I have bent my way 
To the Sea-coast, noting that each man frames 
His business as he likes. Another time 
That was, when I was here long years ago : 
The senselessness of joy was then sublime ! 
Happy is he, who, caring not for Pope, 
Consul, or King, can sound himself to know 
The destiny of Man, and live in hope. 
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ON THE EXTINCTION 

or TBI 

VENETIAN REPUBLIC. 



Once did She hold the gorgeous East m fee; 
And was the safeguard of the West : the worth 
Of Venice did not fell below her birth, 
Venice, the eldest Child of Liberty. 
She was a Maiden City, bright and free; 
No guile seduced, no force could yiolate; 

. And when She took .unto herself a Mate 

«' She must espouse the everlasting Sea. 
And what if she had ^een those glories fade. 
Those titles vanish, and that strength decay. 
Yet shall some tribute of regret be paid , 
When her long life hath reach'd its final day : 
Men are we, and must grieve when even the Shad« 
Of that which once was great is pass'd away. 
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7. 
THE KINO OF StVEDEN. 



The Voice of Song from distant lands shall call 

To that great King; shall hail the crowned Youth 

Who, taking counsel of unbending Truth, 

By one example hath set forth to all 

How they with dignity may stand; or fa!?. 

If fall they must. Now, whither doth it tend ? 

And what to him and his shall be the end ? 

That thought is one which neither can appal 

Nor chear him; for the illustrious Swede hath done 

The thing which ought to be : He stands above 

All consequences : work he hath begun 

Of fortitude, and piety, and love. 

Which all his glorious Ancestors approve : 

The Heroes bless him, him their rightful Son, 
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TO TOUSSAINT UOUVERTURR 



Toussaiut^ the most unhappy Man of Men! 

Whether the rural Milk-maid by her Cow 

Sing in thy hearing, or thou liest now 

Alone in some deep dungeon's earless den, 

O miserable chieflain ! where and when 

Wilt thou find patience? Yet die not; do thou 

Wear rather in thy bonds a chearful brow : 

Though fallen Thyself, never to rise again. 

Live, and take comfort. Thou hast left behind 

Powers that will work for thee; air, earth, and skies; 

There's not a breathing of the common wind 

That will forget thee ; thou hast, great allies; 

Thy friends are exultations, ^agonies. 

And love, and Man's unconquerable mind. 
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^ 



September Ist, 1802. 



We had a fellow*Pa8S«nger who came 

Fr<»n Calais with iis, gaudy in acray> 

A Negro Woman like a Lady gay^ 

Yet silent as a woman fearing blame ; 

Dejected, meek, yea pitiably tame. 

She $ate» from notice turning not away. 

But on our profier'd kindness still did lay 

A weight of languid speech, or at the same 

Was silent, motionless in eyes and face. 

She was a Negro Woman driv'n from France, 

Rejected like all others of that race. 

Not one of whom may now find footing there; 

This the poor Out-cast did to us declare. 

Nor murmured at the unfeeling Ordinance. 
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10. 



COMPOSED IN TMB 

VALLEY, war DOVER, 

On the Day of landing. 



Dear fellow Traveller! here we are once more. 

The Cock that crows, the Smoke that curls, that sound 

Of Bells, those Boys that in yon meadow-ground 

In white sleevM shirts are playing by the score^ 

And even this little River's gentle roar. 

All, all are English. Oft have I lookM round 

With joy iri itent's green vales ; bttt never found^ 

Myself so satisfied in heart before* 

Europe is yet in Bonds ; but let that pass> 

Thought for another moment. Thou art free 

My Country 1 and 'tis joy enough and pride 

For one hour's perfect bliss, to tread the grass 

or England once again, and hear and see. 

With such a dear Companion at my sid<k 
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11. 

September, 1804. 



Inland, within a hollow Vale, I stood. 

And saw, while sea was calm and air was clear. 

The Coast of France, the Coast of France how near! 

Drawn almost into frightful neighbourhood. 

I shrunk, for yerily the barrier flood 

Was like a Lake,* or River bright and fair, 

A span of waters ; yet what power is there ! 

What mightiness for evil and for good ! 

Even so doth God protect us if we be 

Virtuous and wise : Winds blow, and Waters roll. 

Strength to the brave, and Power, and Deity, 

Yet in themtelves are nothing ! One decree 

Spake laws to them, and said that by the Soul 

Only the Nations shall be great and iree. 
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12. 



THOUGHT OP A BRITON 
ow TBX 

SUBJUGATION OF SWITZERLAND. 



Two Voices are there; one is of the Sea, 

One of the Mountains; each a mighty Voice: 

In both from age to age Thou didst rejoice, 

Thty were thy chosen Music, Liberty ! 

There came a Tyrant, and with holy glee 

Thou fought'st against Him ; but hasl yainly striyen; 

Thou from thy Alpine Holds at length art driven. 

Where not a torrent murmurs heard by thee. 

Of one deep bliss thine ear hath been bereft: 

Then cleave, O cleave to that which still is left! 

For, high-soul'd Maid, what sorrow would it be 

That mountain Floods should thunder as before. 

And Ocean bellow from his rocky shore. 

And neither awful Voice be heard by thee ! 



d by Google 



159 



13. 



WRITTEN IN LONDON, 

Se|»temben 1802. 



O Friend ! I know not which way I most look 
For comfort, beingy as I am, opprest. 
To think that how oar Life is only drest 
For shew ; mean handywork of craftsman, cook. 
Or groom 1 We most ran glittering like a Brook 
In the open sanshine, or we are unblest : 
The wealthiest man among ns is the best : 
No grandeur now in nalare or in book 
Delights vs. Rapine, avarice, expence, 
Thb is idolatry ; and these we adore : 
Plain living and high thinking are no more : 
The homely beauty of the good old cause 
Is gone; our peace, oar fearful innocence. 
And pore religion breathing household laws. 
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14. 



LONDON, 

1802. 



Milton ! thoa shoald*st be living at this boor; 
England batb need of tbee : sbe is a feu 
Of stagnant waters: altar, sword and pen. 
Fireside, the heroic wealih of hall and bower^ 
Have forfeited their ancient English dower 
Of inward happiness. We are selfi^ men; 
Oh ! raise us up, return to us again; 
And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power. 
Thy soul was like a Star and dwelt apart: 
Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea; 
Pure as the na^ed heavens, majestic, free« 
So didst thou travel on life's common way. 
In chearful godliness; and yet thy heart 
The lowliest duties on itself did lay. 
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13. 



Great Men have been among us; hands that pennM 

And tongues that utter'd w'lMiom, better none: 

The later Sydney, Marvel^ Harrington, 

Young Vanei and others who call'd Milton Friend. 

These Moralists could act and comprehend : 

They knew how genuine glory was put on; 

Taught us how rightfully a nation shone 

In splendor: what strength was, that would not bend 

But in magnanimous meekness. France, 'tis strange. 

Hath brought forth no such souls as we had then. 

Perpetual emptiness !• unceasing change ! 

No single Volume paramount, no code. 

No master spirit^ no determined poad; 

But equally a want of Books and Men ! 
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16. 



It is not to be thought of that the Flood 
Of British freedom, which to the open Sea 
Of the world's praise from dark antiquity 
Hath flowed, " with pomp of waters, unwithstood,"* 
Road by which all might come and go that would, 
Afid bear out freights of worth to foreign lands; 
That this most famous Stream in Bogs and Sands 
Should perish'; and to evil and to good 
Be lost for ever. In our Halls is hung 
Armoury of the invmcible Knights of old s 
We must be firee or die, who speak the tongue 
That Shakespeare spake ; the faith and morals hold 
Which Milton held. In every thing we are sprung 
Of £arth's first blood, have titles manifold. 
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17. 



When I hare borne in memory what has tamed 

Great Nations, how ennobling thoughts depart 

When Men change Swords for Ledgers, and desert 

The SUident's bower for gold, some fears unnamed 

I had, my Country ! am I to be blamed ? 

But, when I think of Thee, and what Thou art. 

Verily, in the bottom of my heart. 

Of those unfilial fears I am ashamed. 

Bat dearly must we prize thee ; we who find 

In thee a bulwark of the cause of men ; 

And I by my affection was beguiled. 

What wonder, if a Poet, now and then. 

Among the many movements of his mind. 

Felt for thee as a liover or a Child. 
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18. 
H October, 180S. 



One might believe that natural miseries 
Had blasted France, and made of it a land 
Unfit for Men ; and that in one great Band 
Ber Sons were bursting forth, to 4lwell at < 
But 'tis a chosen soil, where sun and breeze 
Shed gentle favors; rural works are there; 
And ordinary business withimt care; 
Spot rich in all things that can soothe and please ! 
How piteous then that there should be such dearth 
Of knowledge ; that whole myriads should unite 
To work against themselves such fell despite : 
Should come in phrenzy and in drunken mirth. 
Impatient to put out the only light 
Of Liberty that yet remains on Earth ! 
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19. 



There is a bondage which is worse to bear 
Than his who breathes, by roof, and floor, and wall. 
Pent in, a Tyrant's solitary Thrall : 
'Tis his who walks about in the open air. 
One of a Nation who, henceforth, must wear 
Their fetters in their Souls. For who could be, - 
Who> even the bes^ in such condition, free 
From self-reproach, reproach which he must share 
With Human Nature ? Nerer be it ours • 

To see the Sun how brightly it will shine. 
And know that noble Feelings, manly Powers, 
Instead of gathering strength must droop and pine^ 
And Earth with all her pleasant fhiits and flowers 
Fade, and participate in Man's decline* 

VQIL. I. H 
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20. 
October, 180S. 

These times touch money 'd WorldliDgs^ wHfc dismay: 

Eyen rkb men, braTe by aatare, taint the atr 

With words of apprehension and despair: 

While tens oC thoasands^ timking o» the afiVay, 

Men unto whom snffieient for the day 

And nunds not stinted or untili'd are given, 

Sound, healthy Children of the God of Heaveih 

Are cheerfol aa the naing Son in May. 

What do we gather banee bat firmer faith 

That every gift of noble origin 

Is breathed upon by Hope's pefpe«oal breath ; 

Thai virtue and the fticaltief within 

Are vitals and that ricbea am akin 

To fear, to change, to cowardke, and death ! 
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21. 



England ! the time ia came tehen thou sboulcUt weau 

Thy heart from its emasculating food ; 

The truth should now be better understood ^ 

Old things have been unsettled ; we have seen 

Fair seedrtime^ better harvest might have been 

But for thy trespasses; and> at this day. 

If for Greece, Egypt,. India, Africa, 

Aught good were destiiied. Thou wouldst step betw^eti. 

England ! all nations in this charge agree : 

But worse, more ignorant in love and bate. 

Far, far moie abject is thine Enemy : 

Therefore the wise pray for thee, though the freight 

Of thy offences be a heavy weight: 

QJA grief! that Earth's best hopes rest all with Thee! 
h2 
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October, 1803. 

When, looking on the present face of things, 
I see one Man, of Men the meanest too ! 
Rais'd up to sway the World, to do, undo. 
With mighty Nations for his Underlings, 
The great events with which old story rings 
Seem vain and hollow; I find nothing great; 
Nothing is left which I can venerate ; 
So that almost a doubt within me springs 
Of Providence, such emp^ness at length 
Seems at the heart of all tilings* But, great God ! 
I measure back the stepst which I have trod. 
And tremble, seeing, as t do, the strength 
Of such poor Insti-uments, with thoughts sublktie 
I trt^mble at the sorrow of the time. 
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TO THE MEN OP KENT. 

October, 180S. 



VaBguard of Liberty, ye Men of Kent, 
Ye Children of a Soil that doth advance 
It's haughty brow against the coast of France, 
Now is the time to proTe your hardiment ! 

To France be Words of invitation sent ! 

• 

They from their Fields can see the countenance 
Of your fierce war, may ken the glittering lanc^. 
And hear yoii shouting forth your brave intent 
Left single, in l>old parley. Ye, of yore. 
Did from the Norman win a gallant wreath; 
Confirmed the charters that w6re Vours before;-— 
No parleyinfi: now ! In Britain is one breath ; 
We all are with you now from Shore to Shore: — ' 
Ye Men of Kent^ His Victory or Death! 
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October, 1808. 

Six thou3aiid Veterans pmctisf d nt "War^ \ 
Tried Men^ at Kitticrafifcy mi^ arrayM 
Against an equal Host that wore the PlMd« 
Shepherds and Herdsmen.- Like a whtilwind OSftt^ 
The Highlanders, the slaughter spread Kke itai«ei 
And Oarry thunderrng rtewn his mounHarn^road 
Was 8topp*d,aiidcMi]d not breathe beneaththeload 
Of the dead bodies. Twas a day of shame 
For then whom precept and the pedantry 
Of coM tnechanic battle do enslave. 
Oh\ fnu aiogle hoar of that Dundee 
AVho <m that day the word of onaet gavel 
Like •oonqneet would the Men of Engliad eee; 
And her Foes find a like ioglorioiis Gmve. 



d by Google 



ISl 

25. 
ANTICIPATIOK 

October, 1803. ' 

Shout, for a mighty Victory n won ! 

On British ground the Invaders are laid low ; 

The breath of Heaven has drifted them ^ike snow, 

And left them lying in the silent sun. 

Never to rise again !-^the work is done. 

Come fo^th, ye Old Men, now in peaeo^l «how 

And gceet your Sons ! drams beat, and trumpets blow ! 

Make meiry» 'Wives! ye little Ctiildran stun 

Your Graiidame'« evrs with pleasure of your noise ! 

Ciap, Infants, clap yonr hands! Divine must be 

That triumph, when the very worst, the pain. 

And even the prospect of oar BreUiren slain. 

Hath sometlMing 4n tt^wtiichllie heart enjoys: — 

la glory will tfcey rieep and endless sanctity. 
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26. 
Korember, 1806. 



Another year! — another deadly blow ! 
Another mighty Empire overthrown ! 
And we^are left^ or shall be \eh, alone; 
The last that dares to struggle with the Foe. 
*Tid well ! from this day forward we shall know 
That in ourselves our safety must be sought; . 
That by our own right hands it must be wrought* 
That we must stand unpropp'd, or be laid low. 
Q Dastard whom such foretaste doth not chear! 
We shall exult, if They who rule the land 
Be Men who hold its many blessings dear> 
Wise, upright, valiant; not a venal Band^ 
Who are to judge of danger which Ihey fear. 
And honour which they do not understand. 
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Nor^s. 



KpT* I, 

Pagb 1 . — To the Dai^. This Poem, aodiwo 
others io the «aB)e Flower, which the Reader will 
find in the second Vt>kun^ were written in the 
year 1 602; which is mentioned, because in some 
of the ideas, though not in manner in which those 
ideas ai« toonoecled, and lih^wise even in some 
of Hkt expressions, they bear a striking resem* 
blance to a Poem (lately published) of Mr. Mont- 
gomery, entitled, a Field Flower. This being 
said/ Mt. Montgomery wiU ttot think any apo- 
logy daeto faiip; I cannot however help addn»8i^ 
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ing him to the words of the Father of English 

Poets. 

' Though it happe me to rehersiii^-<- 
' That ye han in your fresbe songis saied, 
' Forberith me, and beth not ill apaied^ 
' Sith that ye se I doe it in the honour 
• Of Love, and eke in service of the Floor.* 

NOTE II. 

Page 35; line 14. — 

'' persevering to the lasty 

From well to better." 

'For Knightes ever should be persevering 
* To seek honour without feintise or slouth 
'Fro wele to batter in all manner thing.' 

Cbavoeb-— 7%« FUntre md ihe Letfi* 

NOTE III. 

Pace 37. — 77i^ Horn qf Egremmt Coitle. 
ih\v Story is a pumberland tradition; I have 
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beard it algo itlated of the Hall of Hutton John 
an antient residence of the Huddlestones, in a 
sequestered Valley upon the River Dacor. 

NOTE IV. 

Page 58-— I^ Seven Stitera. The Story 
of this Poem is from the German of Frederica 
Brun. 

NOTE V. 

» 

Page 63; line 6. — 

'* that thy Boat 

May rather seem 

To brood on air/' Sfc. Sfc 

See Carver's Description of his Situation upon 
one of the Lakes of America. 

NOTE VI. 

Pace 112^ libe 8. — " Her tackling rich, 
and of apparel high.'' From a passage in 
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SkeltoBiy wbkb I ctniML kere istert;, not having 

NOTE VII. 

Page 150; line 11.— «0h! for a single 
hoar of that Dondeew'' See am aaixdofte related 
tn Mt. Scott't Boider Minekrsliy. 

MOTE VIII. 

Page 152; lines 13 and 14". — 

" Who are to judge of danger which they* fear 
And honour which they do not understand.'' 

These two lines from Lord Brooke^s Life of Sir 
Philip Sydney. 

SND 6^P THE FIRST VOLUME. 



Woodijthmet, 
PrinUn, Pvpjnn's Cwrt, Fket Strt<{, 
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ERRATUM. 

?ACE 37, LINE 7: instead of rightful read rightfuJ. 
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ROB nOlTi BRAP% 



The History of Rob Roy h nifficientty knfmm to Orare 
if near the head of Loch Ketterine, in one of those small 
Fin-fold-like Burial-grounds, of neglected and deso- 
late appearance* which the TraveUttr n*et» with ih the 
H^hlands of Scotland. 

A famous Man is Robie Hood^ 
The English Ballad-rioger's joy ! 
And Scotland has a Thief as good« 
An Outlaw of as dariag raood^ 
She has her brave Rob Roy ! 
Then dear the weeds from off his Grare^ 
And let us chauot a passing Sta^e 
In honour of that Hero brave ! 

Heaven gave Rob Roy a dauntless heart. 
And wondrous length and strength of arm: 
Nor craved he more to quell his Foes, 
Or keep his Friends from harm. 
VOL. u. M 2 
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Yet was Rob Roy as wise as brave; 
Forgive me if the phrase be strong;— 
A Poet worthy of Rob Roy 
Must scorn a timid song. 

Say> then, that he was wise-as brave 
As wise in thought as bold in deed : 
For in the principles of things 
He sought his iporal creed. 

Said generous Rob, " What need of Books? 
" Burn all the Statutes and their shelves : 
" They stir us up against our Kind; 
** And worse, against Ourselves. 

^^ We have a passion, make a law^ 
" Too false to guide us or controul ! 
*• And for the law itself we fight 
^' In bitterness of soul. 
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" And^ puzzled^ biindied thus, we lose 
'< DistinctioDB that are plain and few : 
** These find I graven on my heart,: 
" Thai telb me what to do. 

^ The Creatures see of flood and fields 
" And those that travel on the wind ! 
" With them no strife can last; they live 
** In peace^ and peace of mind. 

*' For why ? — because the good old Rule 
'' Sufficeth them, the simple Plan, 
^' Th«|t they should take who have the power, 
** And they should keep who can. 

'' A lesson which is quickly learn'd, 
" A signal this which all can see ! 
** Thus nothing here provokes the Strong 
" Jo wanton cruelty. 
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^' All freakitfanesft of miiid d checkM ;: 
" He tam'd, who fodishly aspires^ 
" While to the laeaBiuv of his mtghi 
" Each fashion* bis dtfsiresi 

" All Kinds^ and Creatures, stftad and falfi 
" By strength of fmnress or of wk r 
" Tis God V appointment who nmsk swajv 
'* And who is to submit 

''Since then/' said Rdiin, " right is pfaup^ 
'^ And longest life is but a day I 
*' To ba^e my ends^ maintain my rights^ 
c' ril tahe Uk shortest way/' 

And. thus among these rocks he lit'd^ 
Through summer's heat and winter'e snow : 
TheEagie, be was^ Lord abovew 

:Aod Ro)) was Lord below. p 
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So was it^vmM, at lean; bavc been 
Bat through untowardnesi of ftile? 
For Polity was then too stioiig; 
He came ao age too \0», 

Or shall we say aa age too soon? 
For^ were the bold Maa Vmng wsw. 
How might he fleorish in his prMe^ 
With buds on eyery bough ! 

Then rents and Factors, rights*of cfaace, 
Sheri£EB, and Lftirds and their domains 
Would all have seemM but paltry thingi^ 
Not worth a moment's pains. 

Rob Roy had neTer linger'd here. 
To these few OMagror Vales cenfin'd; 
But thought how wide the world, th» tfanft 
How fairly to his mind ! 
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And to his Sword he would have said^ 
" Do Thou my aovereign will enact 
*' Prom land to land through half the earth ( 
" Judge thou of law and fact ! 

" Ti9 fit that we should do our part; 
" Becomings that mankind should learn 
^' That we are not to be surpassed 
" In fatherly concern. 

'' Of old things all arti oyer old* 
** Of good things none are good enough :— » 
'' Well shew that we can help to frame 
" A world of other stufi; 

'' I^ too, will hate my Kings that take 
*' From me the sign of life and death : 
" Kingdom» shall shift about, like clouds, 
'' Obedient to my breath.'' 
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And^ if the word bad been fulfillM, 
As might have been, then, thought of jay ! 
France would have had her present Boast i^. 
And we our brave Rob Roy. I 

Oh !* say not so ; compare them nol'j 
I« would not wrong thee. Champion brave I 
Would wrong thee no where; least of all 
Here standing by thy Grave. 

Eor Thou, although with some wild thpughts. 
Wild Chieftain of a Savage Clan ! 
Hadst this to boast of; thou didst love • 
The libfris/ijof Man. 

And, had it been thy lot to live 
With us who now behold the light. 
Thou would'st have nobly stirr'd thyself, > 
And battled for th^ Right 
b5> 
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For Robin waslhfe p^rMAh'iiAAf 
The poor m^n'i b^H, . the (xxMr man's hit Ad^ 
And all the dppressM, who wanted 8treng|h> 
Had RobinV to cottunatid; 

Bear witness many a pensive sigh 
Of thougfatfbl H^rdimian when he strays ^ 
';Alone upott Loch VeoPi Height»>. 
And by Loch Lomy>nd's Bvaei i 

And, faf ^ near, through vi^e and bill, 
Are faces that atte(s(t th^ dame' ; 
And kindle, Kite afire newsstirr^. 
At so^nd of Rob Roy's name^ 
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2. 
THE SOLITARY RMAPSR. 



Behold her« siogle io the Md, 
Yon solitary Highland Lass! 
Reaping and singing by henelf; 
Stop here^ or gently pass! 
Alone she cuts> aod binds the graio/ 
And sings a melancholy strain ; 
O listen ! for thto Yak piofoiHid • 
Is overflowing.with the sound. 
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19o Nightisgale did ever chauni 

So sweetly to reposing bands 

Of Travellers in some shady hauntj» . 

Among Arabian Samk:^ 

No sweeter voice wa^ever heard 

In spring-4ime from the Cuckoo^nrc^ 

Breaking the silence of the seas 

Among the farthest Hebrides. 

Will no one tell me^what she sings?: 

Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow 

Eor okl, unhappy^ far-oS things,. 

And battles long ago :: 

@r is it some more humble lay^ 

Familiar matter of today } 

Some natural sorrow^ loss, or pam, 

Xhsf has b^n, andinay be agaia! 
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WhateTer the theme, the Maiden sung 
As if her song couM ha^e no ending;. 
I saw her singing at her work. 
And o'er the sickle bending;, 
I Hsten'd till I had my fill: 
And, as I mounted up the hil!» 
The music in my heart I bore, 
Long after it was heatd ng more. 
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3. 
STEPPING WESTIFARD. 



While my FeDow-traveller aiid I were walking by the nde of 
Loch Ketterine, one €nt ereaing tftcr sun-ttt^ in oar 
road to a Hat whoe in th« coone of our Tour we had 
been hospitably entertained some weeks before, we metj 
in one of the loneliest parts of that solitary regicm* 
two well dressed Women, one of whom said to as, by 
way of greeting, ** What yon are stepping westward ? * 

" What you are stepping tuattvard tV — " Yea.'* 
— 'Twould be a wildish destiny. 
If we, who thus together roam 
In a strange Land^ and far from home. 
Were in this place the guests of Chance : 
Yet Who would stop, or fear to advance, 
Though home or shelter he had none. 
With such a Sky to lead him on ? 
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The dewy ground was dark and cold; 
Belund, all gloomy to bekold; 
Aud stepping westward seeaiM to be 
A kind of heaxfenfy destiny; 
I liked the greeting; 'hras a sound 
Of something withool place or bomd; 
And seemed ta giTe me spiritual right 
To trayel through that regkm hrigfat 

Tlie voice- was soft^ and she who spake 
Was walking by her native Lake: 
The salutatioft'had to ane 
The very sound of courtesy; 
It's power was felt; and while my eye 
Was fixed upon the glowing Aj, 
Thtt tcho of the voice enwrought 
A human sweetness with the thought 
Of travelling through the world diat lay 
Before me in my eudian way. 
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GLEN-ALMAIN, 

or the 

NARROW OLBM. 



in this still place^ remote from mtn. 

Sleeps Ossian^ in the Narrow 6len^$ 

In this still place, where marmnps oa^ 

But one meek Streamlet, only one : 

He sang of battles, and the breath 

Of stormy war, and violent death ; 

And should, methinks, when all was past. 

Have rightfully been laid at last 

Where rocks were rudely heapM, and rent 

As by a spirit turbulent; 

Where sights were rough, and sounds were wiMi.. 

And every thing unreconciled; 

In some complaining,, dim retreat, 

lor fear and melancholy meet ; 
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Bnt this 18 calm; there caanot be 
A more entire traaquillity. 



Does then the Bard sleep here indeed ? 

Or is it but a grottodless creed ? 

What matters it ? I blame them not 

Whose Fancy in this lonely Spot 

Was moyed; and in this way expressed 

Their notion of it's perfect rest* 

A Convent, even a herteiilfs Cell" •-"'-^ i^i*i<^*»*««vi 

Would break the silence of this Dell :: 

It is not quiets is not ease; 

But something deeper far than these: 

The separation that i» here 

Is of the grave; and of austere ^ 

And happy feelings of the dead : 

And, therefore, was it rightly said 

That Ossian, last of all his race ! 

Lies buried in this lonely place» 
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5. 



THE MATRON OF JEDBOROUGH AND 
HER HUSBAND. 



At Jedborough we we^t into prirate Lodgings for a few 
days; and the fisQmnHg Verses west caHed foith by 
the character, and domestic situation* of our Hostess. 

Age ! twine thy brom wkh fraib spring flowers! 

And call a train of langhing Hoars; 

And bid theu^dance, and bid them siog;. 

And Thou, too> miB^ in the Rifig ! 

Take to thy heart a new delight; 

If not, make merry in despite I 

For there is one who scorns thy power. 

^- Bat dance! lor under Jedborough Tewer 

There livetli in the prime of glee, 

A Woman, whose years are seTeiity4hree, 

And She will dmct and ting with thee 1 
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Nay! staii nol at thai Figara — ditra! 
Him who ia rooted to kiB ehak ! 
Look at him — look again \ for He 
Hath long been of thy Family. 
With legs that move uot^ if they can« 
And useless aim<« aTnmkofM«», 
He sits^ and with a yacaat eye; 
A Sight to make a Stranger sigh t 
I)eaf> droopfng, that is now his doom: 
Bis world is in this single room : 
Is this a place fiar mirth and cheer> 
Gan merryrmafcing enter here I 

The joyous Woman is the Matei 
Of Him in. that forlorn estate I 
He breathes a subterraneoos damp^ 
But bright as Vesper shines her lamp : 
He is as mute as Jedboraugh Tower; 
She jocund as it w«8 of yoie». 
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With aM it's bravery on ; in* thne^ 
When, all alive With merry chimes,* 
Upon a san-bright morn of May,* 
It rouzM the Vale to Holiday^ 

I praise thee. Matron f and thy due 
Is praise; heroic praise, and true! 
With admiration I behold 
Thy gladness unsubdued and bold : 
ThjMildM^ Ihy geifttires, ail present 
The picture of a life well-spent : 
Thb do I see; and something. more ; 
A strength unthougfat of heretofore ! 
Delighted am I for thy sake; 
And yet a higher joy partake. 
Our Human-nature throws away 
It's second Twilight, and looks gay : 
A Land of promise and of pride 
Unfolding, wide as life is wide. 
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Ah! see her helplen Charge! enclosM 
Within himself, as seems; composed; 
To fear of loss, and hope of gain. 
The strife of happiness and pain. 
Utterly dead! yet, in the guise 
Of little Infants, when their «yes 
Begin to follow to and firo 
The persons that before them go. 
He tracks her motions, quick or slow. 
Her buoyant Spirit can prevail 
Where common cheerfulness would fail: 
She strikes upon him with th^ heat 
Of July Suns ; he feels it sweet; 
An animal delight though dim ! 
'Tis all that now remains for him ! . 

I look'd, I scannM her o'er and o'er; 
The more I looked I wondered more : 
When suddenly I seem'd to espy 
Ji trouble in her stronj^ black eye ; 
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A remnftnfc ^ uiwMjf lighlj 
A flash of iOBMilhiiig omv-lirigllil 
And soon she niade tia» jnatter pUil ; 
And told me> te a tb«Qgbtfiil stcain^ 
That she had borne a heavy yoke. 
Been stricken by a twoMd stroke; 
lU health of body; aitd bad piii'4 
Beneath worse ailments of the miBd. 

So be it! but 1st praise ascend 
To Him who is our Lord and Friend! 
Who from disease and suflfering 
Hath qaird for thee a second Spcing; 
Repaid thee fcH* that s«re distress 
By no untimely joyousness; 
Which makes of thine a blissful state; 
And cheers tifay melanclioly Male ! 
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6. 

TO A HIGBLANP QIRL. 

(At Infiermeydc* upon Loeh Lomond.) 



Sweet Highland Girl, a very gfaowsr 

Of beauty is thy earthly dower ! 

Twice seven consenting 3rearB have shed 

Their utmost bounty on thy head : 

And these gray Rocks; this household Lawn; 

These Trees, a veH just half ^itMvawn ; 

This fall of water, that doth make 

A murmur near the silent Lake ; 

This little Bay, a quiet Road 

That holds in sh^ter thy Abode; 

In truth together ye do seem 

Like something fJMfaion'd in a dream ; 
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Such Forms as from their covert peep 
When earthly cares are laid asleep ! 
Yet^ dream and vision as thou art, 
I bless thee with a human heart : 
God shield thee to thy latest years ! 
I neither know thee nor thy peers; 
And yet my eyes are fill'd with tears. 

With earnest feeling I shall pray 
For thee when I am far away : 
For never saw I mieii> or face. 
In which more plainly I cdold trac9 
Benignity and home-bred sense 
Ripening in perfect innocence. 
Here, scattered like a random $eed. 
Remote from- men. Thou dost not need 
The embarrassed look of shy distrasq. 
And maidenly shamefacedness; 
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Thou wear'st upon thy forehead €J|efr 
The freedom of a Moantaineer* 
A face with gladness overspread ! 
Sweet looks, by human kindness bred ! 
And seemliness complete, that sways 
Thy courtesies, about thee plays; 
With DO restraint, but such as springs 
From quick and eager visitings 
Of thoughts, that lie beyond the reach 
Of thy few w<H*ds of English speech: 
A bondage sweetly brook'd, a strife 
That gives thy gestures grace and life t 
So have I, not unmovM in mind. 
Seen birds of tempest-loving kind. 
Thus beating up against the wind. 

What hand but would a garland cuU 
For thee who art so beautiful ? 
vol.. II. c 
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O happy pkafanra i faim to ihrell 
Beside thee in soon facwdiy -AtXi; 
Adopt your homely ways And drpsi» 
AShephenl, thm « Shepiicrdess ! 
Bat I could frame & wish for thee 
More like a grare reality : 
Thou art to «K h«t as a iva¥e 
Of the wild sea $ slid I wwU have 
Some claim upofn lhee> if I could. 
Though but afcoaunaa aeighbottrhoad. 
What joy to hear thee, aad lo jeel 
Thy elder Sknotber I would h^ 
Thy Father, aay ihiog to thee ! 

Now thanks to Heavea ! that of it« grafce 
Hath led me to this lonely place. 
Joy have I had; and going henoe 
I bear away my reotunpeocel 
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In spots like these it is we prize 
Our Memory, feel that she iiath eyes; 
Then^ why ahovld I be leth to Jlir ^ 
I feel this plape was made for her; 
To give new pleasure like tlie past, 
€0#tiiiii#d ]QBg at life shall last 
Hkttmm IJothv tbei^ pleased afebeact* 
Sweet HJi^BdUiii! Irom TJbee to part;- 

As fair beJoN JDe shall bebob^ 
As I do now> 4he Cadna snalll 
Tbe iMh^ tfat Baj, the WatecfiUl; 
Ami Tbecw dM Spuit of tbem4dH 



c2 
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SONNET. 

(Composed at Castle.) 



Degenerate Douglas ! oh^ the unworthy Lord! 
Whom mere despite of heart could so far please^ 
And love of havoc (for with such disease 
Fame taxes him) that he could send forth word 
To level with the dust a noble horde, 
A brotherhood of venerable Trees, 
Leaving an ancient Dome, and Towers like these. 
Beggared and outraged ! — Many hearts deplor'd 
The fiaite of those old Trees; and oft with pain 
The Traveller, at this day, will stop and gaze 
On wrongs, which Nature scarcely seems to heed : ^ 
For sheltered places, bosoms, nooks and bays. 
And the pure mountains, and the gentle Tweed, 
And the green silent pastures, yet remain. 
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8. 

TO THE SONS OF BURNS 

after visiting their Father's Grave. 
(August 14ih, 1803.) 



Ye now are panting up life's hill ! 
'Tis twilight time of good and ill. 
And more than common strength and skill 

Must ye display 
If ye would give the better will 

Its lawful sway, .- . , 

Strong bodied if ye be to bear 
Intemperance with less harm, beware ! 
But if your Father's wit ye share. 

Then, then indeed. 
Ye Sons of Burns ! for watchful care 

There will be need. 
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For honest men delight will take 
To shew you favor for his sake. 
Will flatter yoa; and Fool and Rake 

Your steps parsue: 
And of your Father's name will make 

A snare for you. 

Let no meafv hoipe yowr souls enslave ; 
Be indepenileAt, generous^ brave! 
Your Father such esample gave. 

And sixh vrveie \ 
But be admoni^d by hw Grave, 

And think, and fear! 
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i. 



YARROW UNVISITED. 

(See the various Poems the scene of which is laid upon th« 
Banks of the Yarrow ; in particular, the exquisite Bid- 
lad of Hamiltoth beginning 

« Bosk je, busk ye my bonny, bonny Brlde». 
Busk ye, busk ye my mnmoft Mairoit ! "«^) ' 



Fr«Mit 'Stirling Castie we bad stim^ 
The mazy Forth uaraveli'd; 
Had trod the banks of Ciyde^ and Tay» 
And virith the Tweed had travell'd, 
And^ when we came to Clovenftird, 
Then said my '* vamamc Marrow,** 
" Whale'cr betide, we'll turn aside^. 
^ And see the Braes of Yarrow." 
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*• Let Yarrovv Folk, frae Selkirk Town, 

" Who have been buying, selling, 

" Go back to Yarrowji 'ti* their own* 

" Each Maiden to her Dwelling ! 

" On Yarrow^s Banks let herons feed„ 

<' Hares couch, and rabbits burrow ! 

" But we will downwards with the Tweed, 

^' Nor turn aside to Yarrow^ 

" There's Galla Water, Leader Haughs, 

" Both lying Tight before us; 

*' And Dryborough> where with chiming Tvree4 

" The Lintwhites sing iu chorus; 

« There*s pleasant Tiviot Dale, a land 

*' Made blithe with plough and harrow; 

<' Why throw away a needful day 

" To go in search of Yatrowf 
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*'* What's Yarrow but a Rirer bare 

'' That glides the dark hills under? 

^ There are a thousand such elsewhere 

*' As worthy of your wonder/* 

— Strange words they seem'd of slight and scorn ; 

My True-love sigh'd for sorrow; 

And1ook*d me in the &ce« to think' 

ithus could speak of^Yarrowl* 

" Oh ! green," said I, " are Yarrow's Holms, 

" And sweet is Yarrow flowing ! 

** Fair hangs the apple frae the rock*, 

" But we will leave it growing. 

*' O'er hilly path, and open Strath, 

' ' We'll wander Scotland thoroufi(h ; • 

'< But, though so near, we will not turn- 

" Inio the Dale of Yarrow. 

* Ste Hamilton'* Ballad at abort* 

C5:-; 
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**■ IM Beeres and* home-bred Kine psitake 
" The sweets of Bora-mill meadow; 
" The Swa» on still St. Mary's Lake 
" Float double^ Swan and Shadow ! 
<* Wa will not aee tbem^ will not gp». 
'' Today, nor yet tomorrow; 
'^ Enough if in our hearts we know>. 
•* There's such a place as Yarrow. 

*< ]^ Yarrow Stream unseen^ unknown ! 
'* It must, or we shall me it : 
" We have a vision of onr own^ 
" Ah ! why should we undo it ? 
^' Th^ treasured dreams of times long pasl^ 
^' We'll keep tliem, winsome Marrow ! 
" For when we're there although 'tis- fair 
'< 'Twill be another Yarrow f 
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*^ If Care with fireezing yean shoatd come, 

'' And wandering seem but folly, 

" Should we be loth to stir from home, 

" And yet be melancholy; 

'* Should life be dull, and spirits low, 

" 'Twill soothe us in our sorrow 

** That earth has something yet to show, 

" The bonny Holms of Yarrow! 
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MOODS OF MY OWN MIND. 
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TO- A BUTTERFLY. 



Stay near me — do not take thy flight! 

A little longer stay in sight ! 

Much converse do I find in Thee^ 

Historian of my Infancy! 

Float near me ; do not yet depart ! 

Dead times reyive in thee : 

Thou bring'st, gay Creature as thou art ! 

A solemn image to my heart, 

My Father's Family ! 
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Oh! pleasant, pleasant were tUe days,. 

The time, when in our childish plays 

My Sister Emmeline and I 

Together chaced the Butterfly! 

A very htinter did I rush 

Upon the prey r^ — with leaps and spring* 

I followed on from brake to bush; 

But She, God love her ! feared to brush 

The dust from off its wing^. 
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The Sun has long been set : 
The Stars are out by twos and threes ; 
The little Birds are piping yet 
Among the bushes and^ trees; 
There's a Cuckoo, and one or two thrushes; 
And a noise of wind that rushes. 
With a noise of water that gushes; 
And the Cuckoo's sovereign cry 
Fills all tlie hollow of the sky ! 

Who would go " parading" 

In London, and ''masquerading," 

On such a night of June? 

With that beautiful soft half^moon. 

And all these innocent blisses. 

On such a night as this is ! 
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O NightiogaU I thou tnraly ait 

A Creature of a fiery heart«^ 

These notes of thine they pierc«> ftttd pieced; 

Tumultuous haraliMay and fierce ( 

Thou sing'st as if the God of wine 

Had help'd thee to a Valentine; 

A song in mockery and despite 

Of shades, and dews» and rileot NighU 

And steady blias, aad all the Loves 

Now sleeping in these petc^fiil grores ! 
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I heard a Stockdoye sing or say 
His homely tale, this very day. 
His voice was buried among trees. 
Yet to be come at by the breeze: 
He did not ceasef but coot'd-««and coo'd; 
And somewhat pensively he woo'd : 
He sang- of fore wi^ quiet Mending; 
Slow to begin, and never ending; 
Of serious fatth, and inward glee; 
That was the Song, the Song for met 
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My heart leaps up when I behold 
A Rainbow in the sky : 

So was it when my life began ; 

So is it DOW I am a Man; 

So be it when I shall grow old. 
Or let me die ! 

The Child is Father of the Man ; 

And I could wish my^d^tys to be 

Bound ^ch to each by natural piety. 
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5. 



WniTTEN IN MARCH, 

WhSlt resting on the Bridge at the Foot of Brother's 
Water, 



The cock is crowing* 
The stream is flowing* 
The small birds twitter* 
The lake doth glitter* 

The green field sleeps in the sun; 
The oldest and youngest 
Are at work with the strongest ^ 
The cattle are grazing* 
Their heads never raising ; 

There are forty feeding like one ! 
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Like an anny defeatai 

The Sdow hath Eetreafced, 

And now doth fare ill 

On the top tif the bareUIlf 
The 7leugh4)oy is wkM^ng*-- aomi — iooa : 

There's joy in the mountains ; 

There's life in the fountains; 

Small clouds are sailing. 

Blue sky preFa;ffiiig; 
The rain is over and gont ! 
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9. 
THE SMALL CELANDINE. 



There is a Flower, Che Lesser Celandine, 
That shrinks, like many more, from cc^d and rain ; 
And, the first moment that lihe sun may shine. 
Bright as the sun itself, His oat again ! 

When tmilstenes have been falling swarm <m svrsnn. 
Or blasts the green field and the trees distressed. 
Oft ivave I seen it muffled up irem harm. 
In close self-shelter, like a Thing at rest. 

Sec ^e t2 la <be •irst Tolmae. 
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But lately, one rough day, this Flower I passM^ 
And recognized it, though an altered Form, 
Now standing forth an offering to the Blast, 
And buffetted at will by Rain and Storm. 

I stopped, and said with inly muttered voice, 
** It doth not love the shower, nor seek the cold : 
This neither is it's courage nor it's choice. 
But it's necessity in being old. 

The sunshine may not bless it^ nor the dew; 
It cannot help itself in it's decay ; 
Stiff in it's members, wither'd, changed of hue.'^ 
And, in my spleen, I smiled that it was grey. 

To be a Prodigal's Favorite — ^then, worse truth, . 
A Miser's Pensioner — ^behold out lot ! 
O Man ! that from thy fair and shining youth 
Age might but take the things Youth needed not ! 
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7. 



I wandered lonely as a Cloud 

That floats on high o'er Vales and Hills^ 

When all at once I saw a crowd 

A host of dancing Da£R)dills ; 

Along the Lake^ beneath the trees^ 

Ten thousand dancing in the breeze^ 

The waves beside them danced> but they 

Outdid the sparkling waves in glee : — 

A Poet could not but be gay 

In such a laughing company : 

I gaz'd — and gazM — but little thoi^ht 

What wealth the shew to me had brought : 

VOL. II. ]» 
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For ofi when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood. 
They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude. 
And then my heart withr pleasure fills. 
And dances with the DafFodils. 
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Who fancied what a pretty sight 
This Rock would be if edged around 
With living Snowdrops? circlet bright ! 
How glorious to this Orchard ground! 
Who Wed the little Rock> and set 
Upon its Head this Coronet? 

Was it the humour of a Child? 
Or rather of some love-sick Maid, 
Whose brows> the day that she was styled 
The Shepherd Queen were thus arrayed ? 
Of Man mature, or Matron sage? 
Or old Man toying with his age I 
d2 
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I ask'd — 'twas wbisper'd. The device 

To each or all might well belong. 

It is the Spirit of Paradise 

That prompts such work, a Spirit strong. 

That gives to all the self-same bent 

Where life is wise and innocent. 



d by Google 



53 



THE SPARROW'm NEST. 



Look, five blue eggs are gleaming there ! 
Few Tisions have I seen more fair. 
Nor many prospects of delight 
More pleasing than that simple sight! 
I started seeming to espy 
The home and shelter'd bed> 
The Sparrow's dwelling, which, hard by 
My Father*8 House, in wet or dry. 
My Sister Emmeline and I 
Together visited. 
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She look'd at it as if she fear'd it; 
Still wishing, dreading to be near it: 
Such heart was in her, being then 
A little Prattler among men. 
The Blessing of my later years 
Was with me when a Boys 
She gave me eyesj she gave me ears; 
And humble cares, and delicate fears; 
A heart, the fountain of sweet tears; 

And love, and thought, and joy. 
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10. 
GIPSIES. 



Yet are they here ? — the same unbroken knot . 
Of human Beings, in the self-same spot ! 

Men, Womep, Children, yea the frame 

Of the whole Spectacle the same ! 
Only their fire seems bolder, yielding light : 
Now deep and red, the colouring of night ; 

That on their Gipsy-faces falls. 

Their bed of straw and blanket-walls. 
— ^Twelve hours, twelve bounteous hours, are gone while I 
Have been a Traveller under open sky. 

Much witnessing of change and chear. 

Yet as I left I find them here ! 
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The weary Sun betook himself to rest 
—Then isffued Vesper from tlie Iblgent West, 
Outshining like a visible God 
The glorious path ip which he trod. 
And now, ascending, after one dark hour. 
And one night's diminution of her power. 
Behold the mighty Moon I this way 
She looks as if at them — but they 
Regard not her: — oh better wrong and strife 
Better vain deeds or evil than such life ! 
The silent Heavens have goings on ; 
The stars have tasks — but these have none. 
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11. 



TO THE CUCKOO. 



€> blithe New-comer ! I have heard, 
I hear thee and rejoice: 

Guckoo! shall I call thee Bird, 
Or but a wandering Voice? 

While I am lying on the grass, 

1 hear thy restless shont t . ^ 
From hill to hill it seem* to past. 
About, and all about! « 

p5 
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Tbme^ no Babbler with a tale 
Of sunshine and of flowers. 
Thou tellest. Cuckoo ! in the yale 
Of yisionary hours« 

Thrice welcome, Daiiing of the Spring I 

Even yet thou art to me 

No Bird; but an invisible Thing, 

A voice, a mystery- 

The sgum» ^hwkin my SehooUioy 4ay«' 
Ilisteu'd to; that Cry 
Which xmi^ BM look a th«atan4 ways^ 
In bush, and tret, ax) sky* 

To seek the» 4id 1 oitAa r^vt • 
Through woods aad on the gracn; 
And thou wwrt iliU a hope, a love ;* 
Still l0||g'd for, never p««^t 
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And i can listen to thee yet ; 
Can lie upon the plain 
And listen, till I do beget 
That golden time a^^in. 

O blessed Bird ! the earth we pace 
Again appears Co be 
An unsubstantial, faery place; 
That is fit home for Thee ! 
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, TO A BUTTERFLY. 



Pre watch'd you now a full half hour> 
Self.poisM upon that ydlow flower j: 
And, little Butterfly! indeed 
1 know not if you sleep, or feed. 
How motionless! not frozen sea» 
More motionless ! and then 
What joy awaits you, when the breeze 
Hath found you out among the trees, 
yVnd caUs yon forth again ! 
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This plot of Orchard-ground is ours; 
My trees they are, my Sister's flowers; 
Stop here whenever you are weary. 
And rest as in a sanctuary ! 
Come often to us, fear no wrong ; 
Sit near us on the bough ! 
We'll talk of sunshine and of song ; 
And summer days, when we were young. 
Sweet childish days, that were as long 
As twenty days are now ! 
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15. 



It is no Spirit who from Heaven hath flowo^ 

And is descending on his embassy ; 

Nor Traveller gone from Earth the Heavens to espy ! 

^Tis Hesperus — there he stands with glittering crown. 

First admonition that the sun is down ! 

For yet it is broad day -light: clouds pass by ; 

A few are near him still — and now the sky. 

He hath it to himself — 'tis all his own. 

O most ambitious Star ! an inquest wrought 

Within me when I recognised thy light; 

A moment I was startled at the sight : 

And, while I gazed, there came to me a thought 

That I might step beyond my natural race 

As thou seem'st now to do; might one day trace 

Some ground not mine ; and, strong her strength above/ 

My Soul, an Apparition in the place. 

Tread there, with steps that no one shall reprove i.':~\; 
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THE BUND HIGHLAND BOY. 

(A Tale told b^ the Fire-aide.) 



Now we are tired of boisteroas joy^ 
We\e rompM enough, my little Boy ! 
Jane hangs her head upon my breast^ 
And you shall bring your Stool and rest. 
This corner is your own. 

There ! take your seat, and let me see 
That you can listen quietly ; 
And as I promised I will tell 
That strange adventure whieh befel 
A poor blind Highland Boy, 
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A Highland Boy! — why call him so? 
Because^ my Darlings^ ye must know> 
In land where many a moui^tain towers^ 
Far higher hills than these of oars ! 
He from his birth had liyM. 

He ne'er had seen one earthly sight ; 
The sun, the day; the atani, the night; 
Or tree, or butterfly, or flower. 
Or fish in stream, or bird in bower. 
Or woman, man, or child. 

And yet he neither drooped nor pined. 
Nor had a melancholy mind; 
For God took pity on the Boy, 
And was his friend ; and gave him joy 
Of which we nothing know. 
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His Mother^ too« do, doubt, abore 
Her other Cbildrep him did love: 
For, wag she liere, or was she there. 
She thought of him with constant care. 
And more than Mother's love. 

And proud she was of hearty when clad 
In crtmsmi stockings tartan plaid. 
And bonnet with a feather gay. 
To Kirk he on the sabbath day 

Went hand in hand with her. 

A Dog, too, had he; not for need* 
But one to play with and to feed ; 
Which woaki hare led him, if bereft 
Of company or friends, and left 
Without a better guide. 
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And then thel)agpipes he could blow; 
And thus fVom house to house would go^ 
And all were pleas'd to hear and see ; 
For none made sweeter melody 

•Than did the poor blind Boy. 

Yet he had many a restless dream; 
Both when he heard the Eagles scream^ 
And when he heard the torrents roar, - 
And heard the water beat the shore 

Near which their Cottage stiJKMl. 

Beside a lake their Cottage stood> 
Not small like ours> a peaceful flood ; 
But one of mighty 8ize> and strange ; 
That, rough or smooths is full of changei# 
And stirring in its bed. 
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For to this Lake, by nfght and day» 
The great Sea-water finds its way 
Through long, long windings of the hills; 
And drinks up all the pretty rills 

And rivers large and strong : 

Then hurries back the road it came — 
Keturns, on errand still the same; 
This did it when the earth was new; 
And this for everniore will do. 

As long as earth shall last 

And, with the coming of the Tide, 
Come Boats and Ships, that sweetly ride» 
Between the woods and lofly rocks; 
And to the Shepherds with their Flocks. 
Brings tales of distant Lands* 
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And of tbo«e tekis, WW^er they wate; 
The blind B«y aNrays hand his shue^; 
WbeliherofiiiTgbtjToWM, or Valet 
With wanner sons and aofter gales> 
Or ivf^onders of the Beep. 

Yet more it pleased him, niore it stin^d. 
When from' the w«ter«side he heserd 
The shouting, and the jolly cheerb« 
The bustle of the mariners 

In stillness or hi storm. 

But what da his desires atailt 
For He most never haisdle saif ; 
Nor mount the mast, nor t(f^, n6r float 
In Sailer's ship or Fisher^s boat 
Upm tile rocking wares. 
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His Mother often thooglil» and sak). 
What sin wMld be apen her'bead ' 
If she should saffer this: " Mj Son, 
Whatever yon d», leave this tmdone; 
The danger is so great.*' 

Thus lived he by Loch Levin':! w^ 
Still sounding with the scnmding lide. 
And heard the billowB leap and dance. 
Without a shadow of mischance. 
Till he was ten y^ars oM. 

When one day (and now mark me well. 
You soon shall know how this befel} 
He's inr a vessel of his own. 
On the swift water hurrying dovm 
Towards the mighty Sea. 
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Iq such a vessel ne'er before 
Did human Creature leave the shore : 
If this or that way he should stir. 
Woe to the poor blind Mariner I 
For death will be his doom. 

Strong is the current; but be mild. 
Ye waves, and spare the helpless Child ! 
If ye in anger iret or chafe, 
A Bee-hive would be ship as safe 
As that in which he sails. 

But say, what was it? Thought of fear ! 
Well may ye tremble when ye hear! 
— A Household Tub, like one of those 
Which women use to wash their clothes^ 
This carried the blind Boy. 
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Close to the water he had found 
This Vessel, pushed it from dry groand. 
Went into it; and^ without dreads 
Following the fancies in his head. 
He paddled up and down. 

A while he stood upon his feet; 
He felt the motion — took his seat; 
And dallied thus, till from the shore 
1 he tide retreating more and more 

Had sucked, and suck'd him in. 

And there he is in face of Heaven I 
How rapidly the Child is driven ! 
The fourth part of a mile I ween 
He thus had gone> ere he was seem 
By any human eye. 

▼OL. II. « 
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But when he was itat aetn, «b mm i 
What shrieking and. wshat nuaeiy ! 
For many saw; among the rest 
His Mother, she who loved him best. 
She saw her fx>or blind Boy. 

But for the Child» tbs sightless Boy, 
It is the tdomph ofihisjey ! 
The bravest Trsreller in baUooa, 
Mounting as if to reach the moon. 
Was nsver half so blessed. 

And let hisft^ kit him go his way, 
Alonct, and inoooent, and gay! 
For, if good. Angels lore to wQilfc 
On the forlorQ unfortunate. 

This Child will taka no bafm. 
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But new the puaiolMte bitteiil^ 
Wbich from the crowd on shore was lenl^ 
The cries w^ch bioke firom old and yooi^ 
In Gaelic^ or ^ £ngUi^ tongue^" 
Are stilled-— aU in still* 

And qoicldy With a silent crew 
A Boat is ready io parsne; 
And from the shore their course th^ take. 
And swiftly down the running Lake 
They follow Oie blind Boy. 

With sound the least that can be made 

They follow, more and more afraid. 

More cautious as they draw more near; 

But in his darkness he can hesur. 

And guesses their intent 
n 2 
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'* Lei'gha — Lei-gha'^ — then did he cry 
" Lei-gka — Lti-gha*' — most eagerly; 
Thus did he cry, and thus did pray> 
And what he meant was, ** Keep away. 
And leave me to myself! " 

Alas ! and when he felt their hands *■ 
YouVe often heard of magic Wands, 
That with a motion overthrow 
A palace of the proudest shew. 
Or melt it into air. 

So all his dreams, that inward light 
With which his soul had shone so bright. 
All vanish'd;— ^Hwas a heartfelt cross 
To him, a heavy, bitter loss, ^ 
As heiiad ever known. 
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3at hark ! a gratulating voice * 

With which the very hills rejoice: 
*Tis from the crowd, who tremblingly 
Had watch'd the event, and now can jsee 
That he is safe at last. 

And then, when he was brought to land^ 
Full sure they were a happy band. 
Which gathering round did op the banks 
Of that great Water give God thanks. 
And welcom'd the poor Child. 

And in the general joy of heart 
The blind Boy's little Dog took part; 
He leapt about, and oft did kiss 
His master's hands in sign of bliss, 
With sound like lamentation, 
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But most of all, his Mother dear. 
She who had fainted with her fear. 
Rejoiced when waking she espies 
The Child ; when she can trost her ejes. 
And touches the blind B07. 

She led him home, and wept amain. 
When he was in the house again : 
Tears flowed in torrents from her eyes. 
She cooid not blame him, or chastise ; 
She was too happy fer. 

Thus, after he had fondly brared 
The perilous Deep, the Boy was saTed; 
And, though his fancies had been wild» 
Yet he was pleased, and reconciled 
To lire in peace on shore. 
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THE GREEN LINNET, 



The May is corae again: — how sweet 

To sit upon sny Orchard-seat! 

And Birds and Flowers once more to greet, 

My last yearns Friends together: 
My thoughts they all by turns employ ; 
A whispering Leaf ia now my joy> 
And then a BWd will be the toy 

That doth my fancy tether. 
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One have I mark'd^ the happiest Guest 
In all this covert of the blest : 
Hail to Thee, far above the rest 

In joy of voice and pinion^ 
Thou, Linnet ! in thy green array. 
Presiding Spirit here to-day. 
Dost lead the revels of the M ay> 

And this is thy dominion. 

While Birds, and Butterflies, and Flowers 
Make all one Band of Paramonrs, 
Thou, ranging up and down the bowers^ 

Art sole in thy employment; 
A Life, a Presence like the Air, 
Scattering thy gladness without care^ 
Too bless'd with any one 4o pair. 

Thyself thy own enjoymeni 
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Opon yon tuft of hazel trees. 
That twinkle to the gusty breeze. 
Behold him perch'd in ecstasies. 

Yet seeming still to hover ; 
There 1 where the flutter of his wings 
Upon his back and body flings 
Shadows and sunny glimmerings. 

That cover him all over. 

While thus before my eyes he gleams> 
A Brother -of the Leaves he seems; 
When in a moment forth he teems 

His little song in gushes : 
As if it pleased him to disdain 
And mock the Form which he did feign. 
While he was dancing with the train 

Of Leaves among the bush^. . 
»5 
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TO A YOUNG LADY, 

Who bad htcn icpiotdiQil Hn tnkiiig long 
Walks in the OcHintiy. 



'Dear Child of Natare, lei them rail ! 

— ^There is a nest in a green dak, 

A harbour and a hold. 

Where Ihoa a Wife and Friend, shah see 

Thy own delightfol days, and be 

A light to young and old. 

There, healthy as a Shepherd-boy, 
As if thy heritage were joy. 
And pleasure were thy trade, 
^hou, whtle thy Babes armmd thee cling, 
Shalt shew us how £yine a thing 
A Woman may be made. 



d by Google 



&$ 

Thy thoughts and feelings shall not die. 

Nor leave thee, when grey hairs are nigh, 

A melancholy slave; 

But an old age^ alive and bright. 

And lovely as a Lapland iijght. 

Shall lead thee to thy grave. 
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" — PUtmrt if tpread Hirough the earik 

In nrtttf gifU to be chim*d by whoever thaUJiTtd.'^^ 



By their floating WiW, 

Which lies dead and still. 
Behold you Prisoners three ! 

The Miller with two Dames, on the breast of the Thames ; 
The Platform i& small, but there's room for them all; 
And theyVe dancing merrily. 

From the shore come the notes 

To their Mill where it floats. 
To their House and their Mill tether'd fast; 
To the small wooden le where their work to beguile 
They from morning to even take whatever is given ; — 
And many a blithe isy they have past. 
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In sight of the Spires 

All alive with the fires 
Of the Sun going down to his rest. 
In the broad open eye of the solitary sky. 
They dance> — there are three, as jocund as free. 
While they dance on the calm river's breast 

Man and Maidens wheel. 
They themselves make the Reel, 

And their Music^s a prey which they seize; 

It plays not for them, — what matter ! ^tis their*s; 

And if they had care it has scattered their cares. 

While they dance, crying, " Long as ye please I'* 

They dance not for me. 

Yet mine is their glee 1 
Thus pleasure is spread through the earth 
In stray gifts to be claim'd by whoever shall find ;. 
Thus a rich loving-kindness, redundantly kind. 
Moves all nature to gladness and mirths 
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The Showers of the Spring 

Rouze the Birds aad they sing) 
If the Wind do but sth* for his proper deKghl^ 
Each Leaf, that and this, his neighbour wilt kiss. 
Each Wave, one and t'other, speeds after bis BrotheF ; 
They are happy, for that it their right! 
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STAR GAZERS. 



What crowd it this? what have we here ! we most not 

pass it by; 
A Telescope upon its frame^ and pointed to the sky : 
Long is it as a Barber's Foil, or Mast of little Boat, 
Some little Pleasuro-Skiff, that doth on Thames's waters 

fkMit. 

The Show-man chuses well his place, 'tis Leicester's bat y 

Square; 
And he's as happy in his night, for the heavens are 

bkie and fair; 
Calm, though impatiest is the Crowd; Each is ready 

with the fee. 
And envies him Umt's loddng— what an insight nfust 

itbei 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



88 



Yet> Show-man^ where can lie the cause? Shall thy 

Implement have blame, 
A Boaster, that when he is tried, fails, and is put to 

shame? 
Or is it good as others are, and be their eyes in fault? 
Their eyes, or minds? or, finally, is this resplendent 

Vault? 

Is nothing of that radiant pomp so good as we faaTe here ? 
Or gives a thing but small delight tliat never can be dear? 
The silver Moon with all her Vales, and Hills of migh* 

tiest fame. 
Do they betray us when they're seen ? and are they but 

a name ? 

Or is it rather that Conceit rapacious is and strong. 

And bounty never yields.sp much but it seems to do her I 

wrong? 
Or is it, that when human Souls a journey long have had. 
And are returned into themselves, they cannot hnibe sad ? 
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Or must we be constraio'd to think that these Spectators 

rade. 
Poor in estate^ of manners base, men of the multitude^ 
Haye souls which never yet have ris'n, and therefore 

prostrate lie ? 
Vo, no^ this cannot be — Men thirst for power and 

majesty ! 

Does, then, a deep and earnest thought the blissful mind 

employ 
Of him who gazes, or has gazed ? a grave and steady joy. 
That doth reject all shew of pride, admits no outward sign. 

Because not of this noisy world, but silent and divine ! 
Whatever be the cause, 'tis sure that they who pry & pore 
Seem to meet with little gain, seem less happy than 

before : 
Ond after One they take their turns, nor have I one 

espied ' 
That doth not slaekly go away, as if dissatisfied. 
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POWER OF MUSIC. 



Ab Oi^mus! AnOrptMUft! — yes, FaatboMif grow boid# 
And take to herself all the wonders of old;^^ 
Near the stately Pantheon you'll meet with the same, 
la Ithe stoeet dmt from Oxibid hatii boneowed ill i 



His statoon is there;-*-aifd tie works oa the crofi4y 
He sways them wkh harmeny meny atd loud ; 
He fills with his power all their hearts to the brim — 
Wa» aught erer lieard like hia fiddUe aad hia I 



What an eager assembly I wjiat an evpiio i^ this ! 
The weary have life and the hungry have bbs» ;' 
The mourner is cbeared* and the anaioos have real; 
And the gilt-burthened Soul is no longer opprcik. 
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As the IVbon bnghtens r^und her the clouds of the nij^t 
So be wbcNre be staiida is a eenter of light ; 
It gleams oo the fofiBp tliere^ of dusky-faced Jack, 
And the pak-visi^ged Baker's, with basket od back. 

That erraadrbouDd Titealke was passing ift baate«<* 
What matter i he's caag^t^-aad bialnaae nuis to wasto-**- 
The Nearo-iQMi » stopped^ though he stops oa tb# frel, 
And the baU^breafehleBS Lamp-lighter he's in the net! 

The Porter sits down on the weight which be bore; 
The Lass with her barrow w^ieels hither for store ;-r* 
If a Thief codd be have he might pilfer at ease $* 
She aess the Masician, His ril that she sees ! 

He stands, back'd by the WaU;--he abalea not hie die ; 
His hat grres him Tigour» with boons drof^ng ia> 
Fvom the Old: and the Yoeng, from tba Poorest; aed 

there i 
The one-pennied Boy has his penny to spare. 
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Oft da I sit by thee at ease. 

And weave a web of siinilies. 

Loose types of Things thwugh sM degrees. 

Thoughts of thy raising : 
And many a f<nid -and i dle nam e 
I give to thee> for praise or blame. 
As is the humour of the game. 

While I am gazing. 

A Nun demure of Ibwiy port. 

Or sprightly Maiden of Lovers Court;, 

In thy simplicity the sport 

Of all temptations; 
A Queen in crown of rubies drest, 
A Starveling in a scanty vest. 
Are all, a& seem to suit thee best. 

Thy appellations. 
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A littk Cyolopi^ wilh Me ^e 

Staring to threAtsn and 4efy, 

That thought icomes next^-^^and inatatitly 

The freak is over. 
The shape will vanish, and behold! 
A silver Shield with boaa «f gold» 
That spnada kself, some Faeiy boU 

In fight to coviGT. 

I see thee glittering from afar^^^ 
And then thou art a pretty Star> 
Not quite so fair as many are 

In heaven above thee ! 
Yet like a star^ with glittering crests 
Self-poised in air thou seems't to rest; — 
May peace come never to his nest. 

Who shall reprove thee ! 
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Sweet Flower ! for by that name at last. 
When all my reveries are past, 
I call thee, and to that cleave fast^ 

Sweet silent Creature ! 
That breath'st with me in sun and auv 
Do thou, as thou art wont, repair 
My heart with gladness, and a share 

Of thy meek nature ! 
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TO THE SAME FLQWER. 



Bright Flower^ whose home b every wh^re 1 
A Pilgrim bold in Nature's care. 
And all the long year through the heir 

Of joy or sorrow, 
Methinks that there abides in thee 
Some concord with humanity. 
Given to no other Flower I sec 

The forest thorough ! 

VOL. II- F 
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Is it that Man is soon deprest? 

A thoughtless Thing ! who, once unbiesi^ 

Does little on his memory rest. 

Or on his reason^ 
And Thou would'st teach him how to find 
A shelter tinder every wind, 
A hope for times that are unkind 

And ev«iy son g on f 



Thou waader'flt the wide w^rUi aiwut^ 
UncheckM by pride or scrupukwa doubt. 
With firiendft t» greet thee, «r without. 

Yet pleased and wiUing; 
Meek, yielding la the ocGnsioD's eail. 
And all things snffinriog from ail. 
Thy fnuction apostolical 

In peace fiilfiUing^ 
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IlKIDENT, 

Characteristic of a fitvourite Dog, which bdoiiged 
to a Friend of the Autiioc 



On his morning rounds the Master 
Goes to learn how all things fare; 
Searches pasture after pasture, 
9heep and Cattle eyes with care ; 
And, for silence or for talk. 
He hath Comrades in liis walkf 
Four Dogs, each pair of different breed. 
Distinguished two for scent, and two for speed. 
f2 
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See, a Hare before him staited ! 
— Off they fly in earnest chace; 
Every Dof^ is eager-hearted. 
All the four are in the race ! 
And the Hare whom they pursue 
Hath an instinct what to do; 
Her hope is near: no turn she makes; 
But, like an arrow, to the Rirer takes. 

Deep the Rivex was, and crusted 

Thinly by a one night's firost; 

But the nimble Hare hath trusted 

To the ice, and safely crost; 

She hath crost, and without heed 

All are following at full speed. 

When, lol the ice, so thinly spread. 

Breaks — and the Greyhound, Dart, is ovcf headi 
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"Better fate have Prince and Swallow — 

See them cleaving to the sport ! 

Music has no heart to follow. 

Little Music^ she stops short 

She hath neither wish nor heart> 

Her's is now another part t 

A loving Creature she, and brave f 

And doth her best her stmggling Friend to save. 

From the briofk her pawi she stretches. 

Very hands as you would say ! 

And a£Q[icting moans she fetches. 

As he breaks the ice avray. 

For herself she hath no fears. 

Him alone she sees andliears. 

Makes effi>rt8 and complainings; nor gives o'er 

Until her Fellow sunk, and reappear'd no more. 
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JRIBVTB TO THE UtEMORY OF 
^ THE SAME 1^09. 



Lie bei^seqiMsler'd:— be tbiB IHlle momid 

For ever thine, and be it holy ground ! . 

Lie here, witbont m record of thy worth. 

Beneath the covering of the commDn earth \ 

It is not from unwillittgneaB to praise. 

Or want of love, that here na Stoen we ra»e; 

More thou deaery'st; bm Mts Man gives to Man, 

Brother to Brother, Mm is al( we can. 

Yet they to whom thy virtues made thee dear 

Shall Bnd thee through ull changes of the year: 
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This Oak poiato oat Uijr grav€; tlie aileiifc Ttte 
Will gladly stand a maaimMii a# thtft, 

I pray'd for tb«e, and that tl^ cad wera past ; 

And willipgly have laid Ihee bera at laai : 

For thou hadst liv'd, till every thing tkaA chaars 

In thee had yielded ta the wet^ of yean; 

Extreme old age had ivatted thea vmzj. 

And left thee but i^ g^immeriiig of the day } 

Thy ean wevedeaf ; and fedble were thy knees^-— 

I saw thee stagger in the summer breeze. 

Too weak to stand against its sportive breath. 

And ready for the gentlest stroke of death. 

It came, and we were glad; yet tears were shed ; 

Both Man and Woman wept when Thou wert dead ; 

Not only for a thousand thoughts that were. 

Old household thoughts, in which thou hadst thy share ; 

But for some previous boons vouchsafed to thee. 

Found scarcely any where in like degree ! 
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For love, that comes to all; the holy ^nse^ 
Best gift of 6od> in thee was most intense ; 
A chain of heart, a feeling of the mind, 
A tender sympathy, which did thee bind 
Not only to us Men, but to thy Kind : 
Yea, for thy Fellow-brutes in thee we saw 
The soul of Love, Lbye's intellectual law :— 
Hence, if we wept, it was not done in shame; 
Our tears from passion and from reason came. 
And, therefore, shalt thou be an honoured name t 
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SONNET. 



ADMONITION, 

(intended more paiticularlj for the Penuai of those who nay have 
happened to he euamoared of some beaatifiil Ffau% of Hetnat^ in. 
the Country of the Lakes.), 



Ye8> there-is. holy pleasure in thine ^ye !' 

— The lovely Cottage in the gaardian nook 

Hath stirr'd thee deeply; with its own dear brook. 

Its own small pasture, almost its own sky ! 

But covet not th' Abode — oh ! do not sigh>. 

As many do, repimug^while they look;. 

Sighing a wish to tear from Nature's Book 

This blissful leaf, with wocst impiety. 

Think wjiat the home would be if it were thine, 

£yei> thine, though few thy wants !— Roof, window, door. 

The very flowers are siacred to the Poor> 

The roses to the porch which they entwine r 

Yea, all, that now enchants thee, from the day 

On which it should be toochM, would melt, and melt away! 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 
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SkONNET. 

'* givei to airy nothing 

A local habitation and a name*** 



Though narrow be that Old Maa^ cases, aad aear. 
The poor. Old Maa i« greater than he seems : 
For he hath wakiog empire, wide as dreams^ 
An ample soveseignty of eye and ear. 
Rich are bis walks with superoataral chear ; 
The region of his inner spirit teems 
With vital sounds* and ^ookory gleams 
Of high astonishment and pleasing fear. 
He the sei^n birds hath seen that never part. 
Seen the Ssvbn Whutlbrs in their nightly rounds^ 
And counted them : and oftentimes will start-^ 
For overhead are sweeping Gabribl's Hounds^ 
Doom-d, with their impioae Lord, the flying Hatr, 
T^ chai^ fa» ever, on aerial gfonads. 
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SONNET. 

A FliOPRftCr. 

Feb.1iad7. 

■ I i-r"gTr> 

High deeds^ O Germaftt, ve W cone fin«n you! 
Thus iQ your Boeks Um r^cMrd abftH be foundw 
'' A Watchword wad piOD0iiiie6d> a potent Mumi^ 
Arminius I — all the |^ple <|iiaked Hke dew 
Stirr'd by the breeae— tbey veae> a N«eien> tnam^ 
True to koelf *^the mighty Germany^ 
She of the Danube and tbe Northern sea*. 
She rose»p— and off at enee the yoke she tlneiw. 
All power was given her iu the dreadfiil trance-^ 
Those new-born Kuift she wilher'd like a flane/' 
— Woe to them all ! bet heaviest woei and shame 
To that Bavartaak whe did ftmt advattce 
His bannet ift aooorfled lea^e with Frsoot^ 
First opes Traitef to her sacred name ! 
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. TO THOMAS CLARESOK, 
On the final pas^ng of the Bill for tlie Abolition of the S]a:TeTfade, 
March, 1807. 



Clarkson ! H was an obstinate Hill to climb; 

How toil8<Hne, nay how dire it was^ by Thee 

Is known, — by none, perhaps, so feelingly ; 

But Thou, who, starting in thy fervent prime. 

Didst first lead forth this pilgrimage sublime. 

Hast heard the constant Voice its charge repeats 

Which, out of thy young heart's oracttlar seat. 

First roused thee. — O true yoke-fellow of Time 

With unabating efibrtj see, the palm 

Is won, and by all' Nations shall be worn f 

The bjkwdy Writing is for ever torn. 

And Thou henceforth shalt have a good Man's calm, 

A great Man's happiness; thy zeal shid) find 

Repose at length,, firm Frieu4 o£ human kind! 
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Once in a lonely Hamlet I sojoarn'd 
In which a Lady driven from France did dwell; 
The big and lesser griefs^ with which she moarh'd. 
In friendship she to me would often tell. 

This Lady, dwelling upon English ground^ 
Where she was childless, daily did repair 
To a poor neighbouring Cottage; as I found> 
Foe sake of a young Childwhose home was there. 
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Once did I see her clasp the Child about. 
And take it to herself; and I, next day« 
Wish'd in vAy native tongae to fashion out 
Such things as she unto this Child might say : 
And thus, from what I knew^hadheard, and guessM> 
My song the workings qf her heart express'd. 

'^ Dear Babe^ thou Daughter of another. 
One moment let ne be tby Motftiev \ 
An Infant's face and looks, are thine f 
And sore a Member's heart is mine:: 
Thy own diear Mother's fer away, 
A|; labour in the harvest-field : 
Thy little Sister is at play;— 
What warmth, what comfort would it yield 
To my poor heart, if Thou wouldst be 
Ose little hour a chik) to me ! 
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AeroBs the watery I am axmp. 

And I h^vQ teft a Balw afe home: 

A long^ long way of land waA seal 

Come to me — ¥m no enemy i 

I am the same who at thy aide 

Sate yesterday^ and made a neak 

For thee, sweet Bahy! — then kast tried. 

Thou know'sl7y the pillow o£my breast: 

Good, good ait thou; alas! tome 

Far more than I can be to thee. 

Here little Darling dost thoa lie; 

An Infant Thou, a Mother I! 

Mine wilt thou be, thou hast no fear»; 

Mine art thou — spite of these my tears. 

Alas ! before I left the spot. 

My Baby aad its dwelling-place; 

The Nurse said to me, " Tears should not 

Be shed upon an Infant's face. 

It was unlucky" — no, n<^ n«; 

No truth is in them, who say an! 
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My own dear Litde-one will sigh. 
Sweet Babe ! and they will let him die. 
** He pines/* they'41 say, " it is his doonij 
And you may see his hour is come." 
Oh! had he but thy cheariul smiles,. 
Limbs stout as thine, and lips as gay,. 
Thy looks^ thy cunning, and thy wiles. 
And countenance like a summer's day. 
They would have hopes of him — and theoe 
I should behold his fsice again !^ 

*Tis gone — forgotten — let me do 
My best — there was a smile or twOi 
I can remember them, I see 
The smiles,, worth all the world to me.- 
Dear Baby ! I must lay thee down; 
Thou troublest me with strange alarms;- 
Smiles hast Thou, sweet ones of thy own ; 
I cannot keep thee iu my arms. 
For they confound me: as it is> 
Ihaye forgot those jmiles of his. 
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Oh ! how I love thee I we will stay 
Together here this one half day. 
My Sister's Child, who bears my name. 
From France across the Ocean came; 
She with her Mother cro^'d the sea; 
The Babe and Mother near me dwell : 
My Darling, she is not to me 
What thou art ! thoagh I love her well : 
Rest, little Stranger, rest thee here; 
Never was any Child more dear! 

—I cannot help it — ill intent 
Vve none, my pretty Innocent ! 
I weep — I know they do thee wrong. 
These tears — and my poor idle tongue. 
Oh what a kiss was that ! my cheek 
How cold it is! but thou art good; 
Thine eyes are on me — they would speak, 
I think, to help me if they could. 
Blessings upon that quiet face. 
My heart again is in iu place! 
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While thou art mine> my little Love^ 

This cannot be a sorrowful giore; 

ContenUnentt hoiN^ and Mother's g^ 

I seem to find them all in ihee: 

Here's grass to fkej with« here are flowers^ 

I'll call thee by my Dadiiig's name;. 

Thou hast, I think, a look o(oara» 

Thy features seem to me the same ; 

His litde Sister then ehsdt be; 

And, when once more WKf hooto Iseob 

ril tell him many tales of Thee." 



d by Google 



115 



FORMSIOHT, 

Ot tlM Chai)ge of m OM l» U» jwa^ Cam^nkKu 



Thak k work wliich I am raeiog*— 
Do as Chadet and I aim doing! 
Strawberry-blMBoma, oa» and alt» 
We rnnfll spate them — here are many: 
Look at it — tlie Flower is smatT, 
Small and low, ti^iigh Mr as anf • 
l^flHttoachit! summers two 
I am eUer» Anner 
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Pull the Primrose, Sister Anne ! 

Pall as many as you can. 

— Here are Daisies, take your fill; 

Pansies, and the Cuckow-flower : 

Ofthe lofty Daffodil 

Make your bed, and make your bower ; 

Fill your lap, and fill your bosom; 

Only spare the Strawberry-blossom 1 

Primroses, the Spring may lore Uiem— 
Summer knowi but little of them : 
Violets, do' what they will, 
WitherM on the ground must lie; 
Daisies will be daisies still; 
Daisies they must live and die: 
Fill your lap, and fill your bosom. 
Only spare the Strawberry-blossom! 
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A COMPLAINT. 



There is a change — and I am poor; 
Your LoYe hath been, nor long ago, 
A Fountain at my fond Heart's door. 
Whose only business was to flow; 
And flow it did ; not taking heed 
Of its own bounty, or my need. 

What happy moments did I count t 
Bless'd was I then all bliss above ! 
Now, for this consecrated Fount 
Of murmuring, sparkling, living love. 
What have 1 ? shall I dare to tell? 
A comfortless, and hidden w£tL. 
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A Well of lore — it may be deep — 

I trust it 18^ and never dry : 

What matter? if the Waters sleep 

In silence and obscurity. 

^Such change^ and at the very door 

Of my fond Heart, hath made me poor. 
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I am im4 One wb» much or eft deKght 
To seasfifR my ik^side with, personal ta1k« 
About Fnends^ who live within an easy iralk> 
Or Neighbours, daily, weekly, in my sight: 
And, for my chance*acquatntance. Ladies bright. 
Sons, Mothers, Maidens withering on the stalk. 
These all wear oat of me, like Forms, with *chalk 
Painted on rich raen^s floors; for one feast-night. 
Better than such discourse doth silence long. 
Long, barren silence, square with my desire; 
To sit without emotion, hope, or aim. 
By my ha!f-kitchen. my half-parlour fire. 
And listen to the flappinjg of the flame. 
Or kettle, whispering it*« faint undersong. 
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^ Yet life/' you say, " is life ; we have seen and see* 
And with a living pleasure we describe ; 
And fits of sprightly malice do but bribe 
The languid mind into activity. 
Sound sense^ and love itself, and mirth and glee. 
Are foster'd by the comment and the gibe/' 
Even be it so : yet still among your tribe. 
Our daily world's true Worfdlings, rank not me ! 
Children are blest, and powerful; their world lies 
More justly balanced ; partly at their feet> 
And part far from them: — sweetest melodies 
Are those that are by distance made more sweet; 
Whose mind is but the mind of his own eyes 
He is a Slave; the meanest we can meet I 

Wings have we, and as fiir as we can go 
We may find pleasure : wilderness and wood. 
Blank ocean and mere sky, support that mood 
Which with the lofty sanctifies the k>w; 
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Dreams, books, are each a world ; and book*, we know. 

Are a substantial world, botb pure and good : 

Round these, with tendrils strong as fiesh and blood. 

Our pastime and oar happiness wiil grow. 

There do I find a never-failing store 

Of personal themes, and such as I love best> 

Matter wherein right voluble I am: 

Two will I mention, dearer than the rest; 

The gentle Lady, married to the Moor; 

And heavenly Una with her milk-white Lamb. * 

Nor can I not believe b<K that hereby 

Great gains are mine : for thus I live remote 

From evil-speaking; rancour, ueYer sought. 

Comes to me not; malignant truth, or lie. 

Hence have I genial seasons, hence have I 

Smooth passions, smooth discourse, and joyous thought.- 

And thus fropi day to day my little Boat 

Rocks in its harbour, lodging peaceably, 

"VOL. II. G 
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SkMings be with tbein> and eternal praise. 
Who gave us nobler lovea^ and noMer carei» 
The Poets, who on earth haye made us Heirs 
Of truth and pure deli|^ by hea«»nly lays ! 
.Oh ! might my name be nombered among thein. 
Then gladly woold I jend my mortal days. 
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Yes! ftdl'surely 'twsui'tfaeEchOy 
Solitary, clear, profeuad, 
AosweriDg to Thee, Bhooting Cuckoo! 
Giring to thee Sound for^Souod. 

Whence the Voice } from air or earth ? 
This the Cuckoo cannot toll; 
But a startling sound had birth. 
As the Bird must Icnow full vtrell ; 

Like the Toice through earth and sky 
By the restless Cuckoo s^at; 
Like her ordinary cry. 
Like-— but oh how different ! 
, g2 
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Hears npt also mortal Life^. 
Hear not we, unthinking Creatures ! 
Slaves of Folly, Love, or Strife, 
Voices of two different Natures ? 

Have not We too? Yes we have 
Answers, and we know not whence; 
Echoes from beyond the grave^ 
Recognized intelligence? 

Such within ourselves we hear 
Oft-times, ours though sent from far; 
Listen, ponder, hold them dear ; 
For of God, of God they are! 
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TO THE SPADE OF A FRIEND, 

{an agriculturist.) 

Composed while we weie labouring together in his 

Pleasme-^^TOBnd. 



Spade ! with which Wilkinson hath tillM his Landi> 
And shapM these pleasant walks hy Emoiit's side, 
Thou art a tool of honour in my hands; 
I press thee through the yielding soil with pride. 

Rare Master has it been thy lot to know ; 
Long hast Thou serr'd a Man. to reason true ; 
Whose life combines the Best of high, and low« 
The toiling many and the resting few; . 
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Healthy quiet, ineekfiesiy ardour, hope secure. 
And indiiitry of body and of mind ; 
And elegant enjoyments, that are pure 
As Nature is ; too pure to be teftned. 

Here often hast Thou heard the Poet sing 
In concord with his River murmuring by; 
Or in some silent field, while timid Spring 
Is yet uncbeer'd by other minetrelsy. 

Who shall inherit Thee when Death httb laid 
Lm iii^he darksome Cdl tbiae own dear Lofd? 
That Man wiU have a trophy^ humbte Spade! 
More noMe than th^ noblest Warrior's swoidL 

If he be One that lisal% wiA skfll topart 
False praise from tnm$ or greater firen the leif > 
Thee will he welcome to Ma hand and hear^ 
Thou monuaMit of peacefM Iwppittaqs ! 
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WiA Thee hewillnot dread a toiliome day, 
His powerful Serranty his inspiring Mate I 
And, when thou art past service, worn away. 
Thee a junriving sool shall consecrate. 

Hk tbrift thy usefulness will never scorn; 
An Hdr'lomh in his cottage wilt thou be : -— 
High will he hsng thee up, «nd will adorn 
His mslie chimney with the last of Thee ! 
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SONG, 

AT THE FEAST OF BROUGHAM CASTLE, 
Vion the RESTORATION of LORD CLIFFORD, the SHEP- 
HERD, to the Estates and Hononn of hit Anceiton. 



High in the breathless Hall the Minstrel sate* 
And Emont's murmur mingled with the Song.-^ 
The words of ancient time I thus translate, 
A festal Strain that hath been silent long. 



" From Town to Town, from Tower to Tower, 
The Red Rose is a gladsome Flower. 
Her thirty years of Winter past. 
The Red Rose is revived at last; 
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She lifts her head fer endless springs 

For everlasttng blossoming I 

Both Roses flourish. Red and White. 

In love and sisterly delight 

The two that were at strife are blended. 

And all old sorrows now are ended.** 

Joy ! joy to both ! but most to her 

Who is the Flower of Lancaster I 

Behold her how She smiles to day 

On this great throng, this bright array i^ 

Fair greeting doth she send to all 

From every corner of the Hall ^ 

But, chiefly, from above the. Board 

Where sits in state our rightful Lord, 

A Clifford to his own restored. 

They came with banner, spear, and shield ;. 
And it was proved in Bosworth-field* 
fi5 
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Not long the Afengv wu witlutood^ 

Earth helpM him with the cry of blood? 

St Gtorgo waft for us, and the mighl 

Of bleiaod Asgols crowaM the right. 

Loud Yoico the Laod bath QtWd fi»tl^ 

We loadost ia the h\Mii North: 

Oor Fields rejoice, our Moonlaiaa ring, 

OuF Streama proclaim a welcoming ; 

Our StroDg-abodta and Castles see | 

The glory of their loysdty. I 

How glad is Skiplon at this hour . 

Though she is but a lonely Tower I 

Silent, deserted of her best. 

Without an Injiiate or a Guest, 

Knight, Squire, or Yeoman, Page, or Groea»; 

We have them at the Feast b^Brough'm. 

How gkd iPendragon though t1le sleep 

Of years be on her ! — She shall reap 
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A taste of this groat pi6asiire> ^rkmm§ 
As in a dream her own renewoig. 
Rejoiced is Brongh* right glad I deen 
Besid^ her little hurnUe Stream; 
And she that keepeth watch and waid 
Her statelier Eden's ooone to guard; 
They both are happy ab this hour. 
Though each is but a lonely Toiver :-— 
But here is perfect joy and pride 
For one fair House by Emonf s side. 
This day distinguished imthout peer 
To see her Master and to cheer; 
Him^ and his Lady Mother dear* 

Oh ! it was a time forlorn 
When the Fatherless wat born — 
Give her wings that she may By, 
Or she sees her Inlant die! 
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Swords that are with slaughter wild 
Hunt the Mother and the Child. 
Who will taltt them from the light? 
— Yonder is a Man in sight — 
Yonder is a House ■=— but where ^ 
No, they must not enter there. 
To the Caves, and to the Brooks, 
To the Clouds of Heaven she looks; 
She i^ speechless, but her eye& 
Pray in ghostly agonies. 
Blissful Mary, Mother miki. 
Maid and Mother undefiled. 
Save a. Mother and her Child ! 

Vow Who is he that bounds with joy 
On Carrock's side, a Shepherd Boy ? 
No thoughts hath be but thoughts that |ma». 
Light as the wind along the 
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Can this be He who hither came 

In secret, like a smothered flame? 

O'er whom such thankful tears were shed 

For shelter^ and a poor Man's bread ? 

God loves the Child; and God hath will'd 

That those dear words should be falfiird. 

The Lady's words, when forc'd away. 

The last she to her Babe did say, 

" My own, my own, thy Fellow-guest 

I may not be ; but rest thee, rest. 

For lowly Shepherd's life is best !" 

Alas! when evil men are strong 

No life is good, no pleasure long. 

The Boy must part from Mosedale's 6roTes> 

And leave Blencathara's rugged Coves, 

And quit the Flowers that Summer bringi^ 

To Glenderamakin's lofty springs; 
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Mtt8tYanish> and hUcarthsKqliMr ' 
Be turned to heaTiofUff and* fear. 
—Give Sir Lamcaloi Tltelkeld praiiel 
Hear i^, good Man,, old in days! 
Thou Tree of covert and of rest 
For this young Bhd that is distrait 
Among thy branches safe he hy. 
And he was free to sport and play,. 
When Falcons were abroad for prey. 

A recreant Harp^ that aingB of fear 
And heaviness in CtiflEbrd's ear ! 
I said, when evil Men are strong, 
No life is good, no pleasure long, 
A weak and cowardly nniruth ! 
Our Clifford was a happy Youths 
And thankful through a weary timOi 
That brought him up to manhood^s prima 
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— Again he wandon forth al wiU> 
And tends a Flock from, hill to hill : 
His garb is humble; ne'er was seen 
Such garb with such a noble mien ; 
Among the ShepherdUgrooms no Mate 
Hath he, a Child of strength and state t 
Yet lacks not friends -for solemn glee. 
And a chearfol company. 
That learn'd of him sobmissive ways ^ 
And comforted his private days. 
To his side the Fallow-deer 
Came, and rested without fear; 
The Eagle, Lord of land and sea. 
Stooped down to pay him fealty ; 
And both the undying Fish that swim- 
Through Bowscale^Tam did wait on him, 
The pair were Servants of his eye 
In their inmiortality. 
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They moved about in open sight. 

To and fro, for his ddight. 

He knew the Rocks which Angels haunt 

On the Mountains visitant; 

He hath kenn'd them taking wing: 

And the Caves where Faeries sing 

He hath entered ; and been told 

By Voices how Men liv'd of old. 

Among the Heavens his eye can see 

Face of thing that is to be;- 

And, if Men report him right. 

He can whisper words of might. 

— Now another day is come. 

Fitter hope, and nobler doom : 

He hath thrown aside his Crook,. 

And hath buried deep his Book r 

Armour rusting in his Halls 

On. the bipod of Clifford calU; — 
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" Qaell the Scot/' exclaims the Lance> 

Bear me to the heart of France^ 

Is the longing of the Shield — 

Tell thy name, thou trembling Field ; 

Field of death, where'er thou be. 

Groan thou with our victory ! 

Happy day, and mighty hour. 

When our Shepherd, in his power, 

MailM and hois'd, with lanoe and .sword. 

To his Ancestors restored, 

Lil^e a reappearing Star, . . 

Like a glory from 'afar» «: 

First shall head the. Flock of War V' 



Alas ! the fervent Harper did not know 
That for a tranquil Soul the Lay was framed. 
Who, long compelled in humble walks to go. 
Was softened into feeling, sooth'd, and tamed. 
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Love had he foand in iuili vvbere poet Men He^ 
His daily Teacheii had been Woods and Rilb^ 
The silence that is in the starry sky. 
The sleep that is among the lonely hills. 

In him the savage Virtue of the Race, 
Retenge^ and all ferocioos tbonghle were dead: 
Nor did he change; but kept in kfty place 
The wisdom whidi adTeraity had bred.. 

Glad were the Vales> and erery cottage hearth; 
The Shepherd Limi was hononr^d more and moiei 
And, ages after be was laid in earth, 
''The Good Lord Clifford '' was the name he bore. 
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LINES, 

Compoied at Gkaimebk, during a walk, one Evening, after 
a itonnjr daj, the Author having just read in a Newspaper 
Ihit te diMoliitSoo of M&. Fox was honiljr esptolBd. 



Loud is the Vale ! the Voice is up 

With which she speaks when storms are goae* 

A iQighty Unison of streams ! 

Of all her Voices, One! 

l43od is the Valej-*this inland Depth 
In peace is roaring like the Sea; 
Yon Star upon the moantain-top 
Is listening qnieUy. 
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Sad was I, e^*n to pain depressM, 
Importunate and heavy load I 
The Comforter hath found me here. 
Upon this lonely road 5 

And many thousands now are sad. 
Wait the fulfilment of their fear; 
For He must die who is their Stay, 
Their Glory disappear. 

A Power is passing from the earth 
To breathless Nature's dark abyss; 
But when the Mi^y pass away 
What is it more than this. 

That Man, who is from God sent forth. 
Doth yet again to God return ? —- 
Such ebb and flow must ever be. 
Then wherefore should we mourn ? 
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ELEGIAC STANZAS, 
Suggested by a Picture af Pesli. Castle, in a Ston»f 



BT SIR GEORGE BEAUMONT. 



. I was thy Neighbour once> thou rugged PileS 
Four summer weeks I dwelt iir sight of thee : 
I saw thee every day ; aud all the while 
Thy Form was sleeping on a glassy sea. 

So pure the sky^ so quiet was the air ! 
So like, so very like, was day to day ! 
Wheii'er I look'd, thy Image sAll was there ; 
It trembled, but it never pass'd away. 

How perfect was the calm ! it seem'd no sleep; 
No moodf which season takes away, or brings : 
t could have fancied that the mighty Deep 
Was even the gentlest Qf all gentle Things. 
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Ah! THBNf if mine had been the Painter's hand; 
To expreas what then I «aw; and add the gleam^ 
The light that never was, on sea or la^d. 
The consecration, and the Poet's dream ; 

I would hare planted thee, tfaoa hoary Pile ! 
Amid a world how different fiom this ! 
Beside a sea that could not cease to smik; 
On tranquil land, beneath a sky of bliss: 

Thou shouldst have seemM a trearare^umse, a mine 
Of peaceful years; a chronicle of hearen : — 
Of all the sanbeams thft did ever ^ine 
The yery sweet^t had to thee been ghren. 



A Picture had it been of lasting ( 
Elysian quiet, without toil or strife; 
No motion but the moving tide, a breeie. 
Or merely silent Nature's breathing life. 
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Siich» ia thr fond delutioii of my heart. 
Such Picture would I «t that time hare made : 
And seen te tool of truth in every part; 
A faiths atruf^ that coirid not be betrayed. 

So once it would tore been, — ^ 00 no iDore^ 
I haye submitted to a new controul t 
A power is gOBe> which nothing can restore^; 
Ade^ diftrefls hath humanizM my Soul. 

Not for a moment could I now behold 
A smiling sea and be what I have been : 
The feeling of my lots will ne'er be old ; 
This, which I know, I speak with nrind serene. 

Then, Be«oraont, Friend! who woi^ have been 

Friend, 
if he had livedo of Him whom I deplore. 
This Work of thine I blame not, but commend; 
This sea in anger, and that dismal shore. 
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Oh 'tis a passionate Work ! — yet wise and well ; 
Well chosen is the spirit that is here; 
That Hulk which labours in the deadly swell. 
This rueful sky, this pageantry of fear ! 

And this huge Castle, standing here sublime, 

I love to see the look with which it braves. 

Cased in the unfeeling armour of old time. 

The light'ning, the fierce wind, and trampling waves. 

Farewell, farewell the Heart that lives alone, 
HousM in a dream, at distance from thp Kind ! 
Such happiness, wherever it be known. 
Is to be pitied ; for His surely blind. 

But welcome fortitude, and patient chear. 
And frequent sights of what is to be born ! 
Such sights, or worse, as are before me here. — * 
Not without hope we suffer and we mourn : 
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ODE. 



There was a time when meadow, grove, and strearoi 
The eartb> and every common sight. 
To me did seem 
Apparell'd in celestial light. 
The glory and the freshness of a dream. 
It is not now as it has been of yore; — 
Turn wheresoe'er I may. 
By night or day. 
The things which I have seen I now can see no more. 

The Rainbow comes and goes» 
And lovely is the Rose^ 
h2 



d by Google 



14St 

The Moon doth with delight 
Look round her when the heavens are bare ; 

Waters on a starry night 

Are beautiiiil and fair; 
The sunshine is a glorious birth ; 
But yet I know, where'er I go. 
That there hath passM away a gtery fmm. the earth. 

Now, while the Birds thte sing a joyous song. 
And while the young Lambs bound 

As to the tabor's sound. 
To me alone there cattle a tht>ught of grief: 
A timely utterance gave that thought nelief. 

And I again am strong. 
The Cataracts Mow their trunfipete frotn the steep. 
No more shall grief of mine the season wrong; 
I hear the £cho^ thuough the tnountains throng. 
The Winds come to rtie frota the fields of sleep. 
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And all the earth is gay, 
L^tirl and sea 
Giv« themselves up to jollity^ 

And m\\i the \i^\l of May 
Doth evepy B^ast keep hpliday» 
Thou Child of Joy 
Shout round mej let me bear thy shout9> thou htippy 

Shepherd Boy !• 

Ye blessed CreatiiceB, I h^i^ h^ard tho call 

Ye to each other Boi^e ; I se^ 
The heavens laugh with you ia your jubilee ; 
My- heart is at your festival. 
My hr^i bc^ it's coronalir 
The ftillness of your bliss, I f^et-^I feel it »U. 
Oh evil day! if I were sullen 
While th^ Earth herself is adorning. 

This aweet May-moruinf , 
And the Qbildraa wte pulling. 
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On every side. 
In a thousand vallie^ far and wide. 
Fresh flowers j while the sun shines warm. 
And the Babe leaps up on his mother's arm: — 
I hear, I hear, with joy I hear ! 
— But there's a Tree, of many one, 
A single Field which I have look'd upon. 
Both of them speak of something that is gone: 
The Pansy at my feet 
Doth the same tale repeat : 
Whither is fled the visionary gleam? 
Where is it now, the glory and the dream ? 

Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting'? 
The Soul that rises with us, our life's SUr, 

Hath had elsewhere it's setting, 
And coincth from afar: 

Not in entire forgetfulness, • 

And not in ut^r nakedness. 
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But trailing clouds of glory do we coine 

From God, who is our home : 
Heaven lies abqat us in our infancy ! 
Shades of the prison-house begin to close 

Upon the growing Boy, 
But He beholds the light, and whence it £k>w3, 

He sees it in his joy; 
The Youth, who daily farther from the East 
Must travel, still is Nature's Priest, 
And by the vision splendid 
Is on his way atteinded; 
At length the Man perceives it die away. 
And fade into the light of common day. 

Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own ; 
Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind. 
And, even with sonlething of a Mother's mind. 
And no unworthy aim. 
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The homely Nuise doth all she can 
To make her Foster-child> her Inmate Man> 

Forget the glories he hatli known> 
And that imperial palace whence he came. 

Behold the Child among his new-born Uisses^ 
A four yearns Darling of a pigraysise ! 
See^ where mid work of his own hand he l]es> 
Fretted by sallies of his Mother's kisses. 
With light upon him from his Father's eyes ! 
See, at his feet, some little plan or chart. 
Some fragment from his dream of human life, 
Shap'd by himself with newiy-learned art; 
A wedding or a festival, 
A moarning or a funeral ; 

And this hath now bis heart. 
And unto this he frames his song : 
Then will he fit his tongue 
To dialogues of business, love, or strife; 
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But it will not b^ long 

Ere this be thrown aside. 

And with new joy and pride 
The little Actor cons another part. 
Filling from time to time his " humourous .stage" 
With all the Persons, down to palsied Age> 
That Life brings with her in her Equipage; 

As if bi^ whole vocation 

Were endless imitation. 

Thou, whose exierioc semblance doth belin 

Thy Sonl's immensity ; 
Thou best Philosopher^ who yet dos^ keep 
Thy heritage, thpn Ifye among ih^ blipd. 
That, deaf and silent, read'st the eternal deep. 
Haunted for ever by the eternal ipiudf-^ 

Mighty Prophet ! $efr b)eat! 

On whom those UVtha dp rest. 
Which we are toiling all opr lives i9 ^p4ii 
Thou, over whpm thy Immortality 
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Broods like the Day, a Master o'er a Slave, 
A Presence which is nnt to be put by; 

To whomf the grave 
Is but a lonely bed without the sense or sight 

Of day or the warm light, 
A place of thought where we in waiting lie; 
Tliou little Child, yet glorious in the might 
Of untamM pleasures, on thy Being's height. 
Why with such earnest pains dost thou provoke 
The Years ta bring the inevitable yoke. 
Thus blindly with thy btessedness at strife? 
Full soon thy Soul shall have her earthly freight. 
And custom lie upon thee with a weight. 
Heavy as. frost, and* deep almost as life \ 

X) joy V that in our embers 
Is something that doth live. 
That nature yet remiember* 
WhaV was so fugitiv^l 
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The thoaght of our past yeiark in me doth breed 
Perpetual benedictions : not indeed 
For that which is most worthy to be blest; 
Delight and liberty, the simple creed 
Of Childhood^, whether fluttering or at rest^ 
With newi-born hope for ev«r in his breast : — 
Not for these I raise 
The song of thanks and praise ; 

But for those-obstinate questionings- 

Of sense and outward thingsy 

Fallings from us, vanishings; 

Blank misglyings of a Creature 
Moving about in. worlds not realizM^ 
High instincts/ before which our nwrtal Nature 
Did tremble like a guilty, Thing, surpriz'd : ^ 

But for those first affections. 

Those shadowy recollections^ 

Which, be they what they may. 
Are yet the fountain light of all our day. 
Are. yet a.master ligt^t of all our seeing ; , 
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Uphold m, cherish u^ and mtktt 
Our noisy years seem momenta in the being 
Of the eternal Stleace : trutiis that wak^ 

To perish njiver; 
Which neither listlessness^ noc mad endeavoufy 

Nor Man nor Boy, . . 

Nor all that is at enmity with joy. 
Can utterly abolish or destroy ! 

Hence, in a season of calm weather. 
Though inland far we be. 
Our Souls have sight of that immortal tea 
Which brought us hither. 
Can in a moment travel thither. 
And see the Children spcNrt upon the shore. 
And hear the mighty waters rolHng evermore.* 

Then, sing ye Birds, sing, sing a joy ons song I 
And let the young *Lambs bound 
Ai to the taborV sound ! 
W« lA thought will join your throng. 



V 
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Ye that pipe'and ye that play« 
Ye that throagh yoar hearts U> day 
Feel the gladness of the May I 

What though the radiance whiclv was once so bright 

Be now for ever taken from my sight* 

Though nothing can bring back the hour 

Of splendour in the grass, of glory in th» flower; 
We will grieve not, ratht^r find 
Strength in what remains behind* 
In the primal sympathy 
Which having been must ever be* 
' In the soothing thoughts that spring 
Out of human sutfering^ 
In the faith that looks through death* 

In years that bring the philosophic mind. 

And oh ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves* 
Think not of any severing of our loves ! 
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Yet iu my heart of hearts Ifeel your might; 

I oaly have retiiiqoish'd one delight 

To live beneath yoor more habitual sway. 

I love the Brooks wfaick down their channels fret. 

Even more than when I tripp'd lightly as theyf 

The innocent brightness of a newi^born Day 

Islovdy yet;^ 
The Clouds that gather round the setting sun 
Do take a sober colouring from an eye 
That hath kept watch o'er- man'6. mortality^ 
Another race-batb been, and other palms are won* 
Thanks to the human heart by which we live. 
Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears. 
To me the meanest flower that blows can give- 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears^ 
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NOTMS. 



MOTE I. 

Page 4; line 2. — '^Aiid wondrous length 
and strength of arm.'*' The people of the neigh- 
bourhod of Loch Ketterine, in order to prove the 
extraordinary length of their Hero's arm, tell you 
that *' he could garter his Tartan Stockings below 
the knee when standing upright'' According to 
their account he was a tremendous Swordsman ; 
aAer baring sought all occasions of proving his 
prowesA, he was never conquered but once, and 
this not till he was an Old Man. 
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NOTE II, 

Page 1 1. — The solitary Reaper. This Pbem 
was suggested by a beautiful sentence in a MS 
Tour in Scotland written b^ a Friend, the last 
line being taken from it verbatim. 

NOTE III. 

Page 65. — The Blind Highland Boy, The 
incident upon which this Poem is founded was 
related to me by an eye witness, 

NOTE IV. 

Page 106; line 10.—" Seen the Seven Whia- 
tlers/ &c." Both these superstitions afe preva- 
lent in the midland Counties of England : that of 
*' Gabriel's Hounds" appears to be very general 
over Europe; being the same as the one upon 
which the German Poet, Burger, has founded 
his Ballad of the Wild Huntsnoan, 
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KOTE V. 

Page 128. — Song, ap the Feast of Brougham 
Cattle. Henry Lord CliffonJ, &c. &c., who is 
the subject of this Poem, was the son of John, 
Lord Clifford, who was slain at Towton Field, 
which John, Lord Clifibrd, as is known to the 
Header of English History, was the person who 
after the battle of Wakefield slew, in the pursuit, 
the young Earl of Rutland, Son of the Duke of 
York who had fallen in the battle, '* in part of 
revenge" (say the Authors of the History of 
Cumberland and Westmorland) ; " for the Earl's 
FatSer had slain his.'* A deed which worthily 
blemished the author (saith Speed} ; But who, as 
he adds, "dare promise any thing temperate of 
himself in the heat of martial fury ? chiefly, when 
it was resolved not to leave any branch of 
the York line standing; for so one maketh this 
Lord to speak." Tbis> no doubt, I would ob* 
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serve by the bye> wm an action sufficiently in 
the vindictWe spirit of the times> and yet not 
aUoge^er se bad as represented ; " for the Earl 
was DO child> as some writers would have hioij 
but able to bear arms, being sixteen or seventeen 
years of age> as is evident from this (say the 
Memoirs of the Countess of Pembroke, who waA 
laudably anxious to wipe away, as far as couM 
be, this stigma from the illustrious name to which 
she was born); that he was the next Child to 
King Edward the Fourthi which his mother had 
by Richard Duke of York, and that King was 
then eighteen years of age : and for. the small Vlia* 
tance betwixt her Children, see Ai^stin Vincent 
in his book of Nobility, page 622« where he 
writes of them all. . It may fbrther be observed. 
that liord Clifiurd, who was then himself only 
twenty-five years of age, had been a leading Man 
and Commander, two or three years together in 
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the Arftiy of Ldix^aster, bttort this time; and^ 
Iherefore, would be less likely to think that 
the Earl of Hiitlaiid might be entitled to Jttercy 
fvotii his youth* > — Btit, independent of this act> 
«Lt best a cruel and savage one, the Family of 
Clifford had done enough to draw upon them the 
vehement hatred of the House <rf York : «o that 
after the Battle of Towton there was no hope 
for them but in fligiit and concealment. Henry, 
the subject of the Poem, was deprived of his 
estate and honours during the space of twenty- 
four years; all which time he lived as a shepherd 
in Yorkshire, or in Cumberland, where the 
estate of bis Father-in-law (Sir Lancelot Thrcl- 
Keld) lay. He ^as restored to his estate and 
honours in the first year of Henry the Serenth. 
It is recorded that, '^ when called to parliament, 
he behaved nobly and wisely; but otherwise 
came seldom to London or the Court; and rather 
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delighted to live in the country, where he repaired 
several of his Castles, which had gone to decay 
ddring the late troohles.^' Thus far is chiefly 
collected from Nicholson and Burn ; and I, can 
add, from my own knowledge, that there is a 
tradition current in the . village of . Threlkeld 
and its . neighbourhood, his principal retreat, 
that, in the course of his shepherd life, he. had 
acquired great astronomical knowledge. I can- 
not conclude this note without adding a word 
upon the subject of those numerous and noble 
feudal Edifices, spoken of in the Poem, the ruins 
of some of which are, at this day, so great an 
ornament to that interesting country. The 
Cliffords had always been distinguished for an 
honorable pride in these Castles ; and we have 
seen that afler the wars of York and Lancaster 
they were rebuilt ; in the civil Wars of Charles 
the Firstj, they were again laid waste^ and again 
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restored almost to their former magnificence by 
the celebrated Lady Anne Clifford^ Countess 
of Pembroke, &c. &c. Not more than 25 
years after this was done, when the Estates of 
Clifford had passed into the. Family of Tufton, 
three, of tfiese Ciastles, namely Brough, Broug-> 
ham, and Pendragon, were demolished, and the 
timber and other materials sold by Thomas Earl 
of Thanet. We will hope that, when this order 
was issued, the Earl had not consulted the text 
of Isaiah, 58th Chap. 12th Verse, to which the 
inscription placed over the gate of Pendragon 
Castle, by the Countess of Pembroke (I believe 
bis Grandmother) at the time she repaired that 
structure, refers the reader. ** And they that shall 
be of thee shall hdld the old waste places; thou 
shalt raise ttp tlie foundations of many generations, 
and thou shalt be called the repairer qf the breach. 
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the restorer qf paths to dwell in.** Tbe Esul 
of Tbanet, the present possessor of tbe Estates, 
with a due respect for the memory of hit an-^ 
cestors^ and a proper sense of the TaUie and 
beauty of these remains of antiqaity, has (I am 
told) given onlers that they shall be preserved 
from all depredotioiis. 

NOTE VI. 

PAGfe ISO; lines. — '' Earth helped faim 
whh the cry of blood." This line is from The 
Battle of Bosworth Field by Sir John Beau- 
mont (Brother to the Dramatist], whose poems 
are written with so much spirit^ elegance^ and 
barmony> that it is supposed, as the Book is very 
scarce, a new edition of it would be acceptable 
to Scholars and Men of taste, and, accordinglyA 
it is in contempltiition to give one. 
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** And bolh the undying Fish that swim 
Through Bonrseale-Tfetrn,^ 8tc. 

It is imagined by the people of the Coantry 
that there are two immortal Fish, Inhabitants of 
this Tarn, \vhich lies in the mountains qot far 
from Threlkeld. — Blencathara, mentioned before^ 
is the old anj proper name of the mountain vul- 
garly called Saddle-back. 

KOTE Till. 

PAGBlSd; KDe»17 and Id. — 

" Armour rusting In his Halb 
On the blood of Clifford calls/' 

The martial character of the Cliffords is well 
Irvown to the readers of English History; but it 
may not be improper bore to say^ by way of 
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comment on these lines and what follows^ that, 
besides several others who~ perished in the same 
manner, the four immediate Progenitors of the 
person in whose hearing this is supposed to be 
spoken^ all died in the Field. 

NOTE IX. 

Page 140.— 

*' Importunate and heavy load I** 



* Jmportuna e grave salma* 

Michael Angb«.o. 



END OF THE SECOND VOLUMfi. 
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